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It being tte commonest mode of procedure, 1 
premise a few candid remarks 

To THE Ebadbr r 

This trifle, began to please only myself and my 
own private fanoy, y/aa laid on the ahelf. But 
some friends, who had seen it, induced me, by dint 
of saying they liked it, to put it in print. That is, 
having come to that very conclusion, I consulted 
them when it could make no confusion. Por^ 
(though in the gentlest of ways,) tbey had hinted 
it was scarce worth the while, I should doubtless 
have printed it. 

I began it, intending a Fable, a frail, slender 
thing, rhyme-ywinged, with a sdng in its taiL But, 
by addingB and alterings not previously planned, — 
digresMOns ohanee-hatched, like birds' eggs in the 
sand, — and dawdling to suit every whimsy's de- 
mand, (always freeing the bird -which 1 held in my 
hand, for the two perched, perhaps out of reach, 
in the tree,) — it grew by degrees to the size which 
you see, I was like the old woman that carried 



„. Cuuyle 



the talf, and my Efighbors. like liei-a, no doubt, 
wonder and laugh, and when, my strained arras 
witb their grown burthen full, I call it my Fable, 
they call it a bull. 

Having Bcrawled at full gallop (as far as that 
goes) in a style that is neither good verse nor bad 
prose, and being a person whom nobody knows, 
some people will say I am rather more free with 
ray readers than it ia becoming ta be, that I seem 
to expect them to WMt on my leisure in following 
wherever I wander at pleasure, that, in short, I 
take more than a young author's lawful ease, and 
laugh in a queer way so like Mephistopheles, that 
the public will doubt, as they grope through my 
rhythm, if in truth I am making fun at them or 
wilk them. 

80 the excellent Public is hereby assured that 
the sale of my book is already secured. For there 
is not a poet throughout the whole land, but will 
purchase a copy or two out of hand, in the fond 
expectation of being amused in it, by seeing hia 
bettera cut-up and abused in it. Now, I find, by a, 
pretty exact calculatioD, there are something like 
ten thousand bards in the nation, of that special 
variety whom the Review and Magazine critics call 
lofl^ and true, and about thirty thousand (this tribe 
is increasing) of the kinds who are termed fult of 
yramhe and pleasing. The Public will see by a 
glance at this schedule, that they cannot expect 
me to be oyer-sedulous about courting them, since 
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it Bcema I hare got enough fuel made sure of fat 
boiling my pot. 

As for such of oui- poets as Cod not their names 
menlioned once in my pages, with praises or 
blames, let them send in thbik cards, without 
ftirther delay, to my friend G. P. Putnam, 
Esquire, in Broadway, where a list will be kept 
with the strictest regard to the day and the hour 
of reoeiyiog the card. Then, tating them up as I 
chance to have tjme, (that is, if their names can 
be twisted in rhyme,) I will honestly gjve eaoh his 
paoPER POSITION, at the rate of ONE authoe to 
each NEW edition. Thus a PSEMIDM is offered 
BufBciently high (as the magazines say when they 
tell theiv best lie) to induce hards to club their 
resources and buy the balance of every edition, 
until they have all of them fairly been run through 
the adXL 

One word to such readers (judicious and wise) 
as read books with something behind the mere 
eyes, of whom in the country, perhaps, there are 
two, including myself, gentle reader, and you. Ali 
the character sketched in this slight j'eu d'espHl, 
tbongh, it may be, they seem, here and there, 
rather free, and drawn from a Mephistopheiian 
stand-point, are meani to be faithful, and that is 
the grand point, and none but an owl would feel 
Bore at a rub from a jester who tella you, without 
any subterfuge, that he sits in Diogenes' tub. 
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A PRELIMINARY NOTE TO THE SECOND 
EDITION, 

tiinugh it well maybe leci uncd ot iH compc«i 
tion, thp apecies at onte most delightful in 1 
healthy, is a thing which in author, unless he he 
wealthy and willing to pay ioi thit fcmd of de 
light, IS noi^ in all instances called on to wiite 
Though there are, it is aaid who then spit its to 
cheer, slip in a new title page three times a year, 
and in this way snuff up au imagiuart savor of that 
sweetest of dishes, the popular favoi — much as if 
a starved painter should fall to and treat the Ugi> 
lino inwde to a picture of meat. 

You remember (if not, pray turn over and look) 
that, in writing tte preface which ushered my book 
I treated you, excellent Pubhc not meiely with a 
eool disregard, but downright eaiaheilj Now I 
would not take back the least Hang I then s%id 
though I thereby could bitter both sides of mv 
bread, for X never could bee that an author owcl 
aught to the people he solaced diverted or tnu^ht ; 
and, as for mere fanu. I Inv lon^^ igo leaineJ 
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tliat the persons hy whom it is liaally earned, are 
those with whom !;o«f verdirt weighed not a pin, 
UQSustmned by the higher (loart sitting within. 

But I wander from what J intended to aay — 
that you haye, namely, shown such a liberal way 
of thinking, and so much aesthetic perception of 
anonymous worth in the handsome reception you 
gave to my book, spit* of some private piques, 
(having bought the first thousand in barely two 
weeks,) that I think, past a doubt, if you measured 
the phia of yoar's most devotedly. Wonderful 
Quiz, you would find (hat its veMJcal section was 
shorter, by an inch and two tenllis, or 'twixt that 
and a quarter. 

You haye watched a child playing — in those 
wondrous years when belief is not bound to the 
eyes and the ears, and the vision divine is so clear 
and unman«d, that each baker of pies in the dirt 
is a bard 7 Give a knife and a shingle, be Sts out 
a fleet, and, on that little mudpuddle over the 
street, his invention, in purest good faith, will make 
sail round the globe with a puff of his breath for a 
gale, will visit, in barely ten minutes, all climes, 
and find Northwestern passages hundreds of Ijmes 
Or, supptee the young Poet fresh stored with de- 
lights from that Bible of childhood the Arabian 
Nights, he will turn to a crony and cry, "Jack, 
let's play that I am a Genius I " Jacky straight- 
way makes Aladdin's lamp out of a stone, and, fot 
hours, they enjoy each his own supernatural pow- 
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era. This is all very pretty aniJ pleasant, but then 
suppose our two urchins have grown iaW men, and 
both have turned authors, — one says to his brother, 
" Let's play we're the American somethinga or 
other, (only let them be big enough, no matter 
what.) Come, you shall be Groethe or Pope, which 
you choose ; Til be Coleridge, and both shall write 
mutual reviews." So they both (as mere stran- 
gers) before many days, send each other a cord 
of anonymous baya. Each, in piling his epithete, 
smiles in his sleeve to see what his fiiend can be 
made to believe ; each, in reading Che other's un- 
biased review, thinks — Here's pretty high praise, 
bnt no more than is true. Well, we laugh at them 
both, and yet make no great fues when the same 
ferce is acted to benefit us. Even I, who, if asked, 
Bcaree a month since, what Fudge meant, should 
have answered, die dear Public's critical judgment, 
be^n to think sharpwitted Horace spoke sooth 
when he .said, that the Public sometimes hit the 
truth. 

In reading these lines, you perhaps have a viaioli 
of a peraoa in pretty good health and condition, 
and yet, fance I put forth my primary edition, I 
have been crushed, scorched, withered, used up 
and put down, (by Smith with the cordial assisU 
ance of Brown,) in all, if you put any faith in my 
rhymes, to the number of ninety-five several times, 
nnd, while I am writing — I tremble tfl think of it, 
for I may at this moment be just on the brink of 



„. Cuutjie 



it — Molybdoatom, angry at being omitted, has 
begun a critique, — am I not to be pitied 7 * 

Now 1 shaU not CTusb them since, indeed, for 
that matter, no pressure I Itnow of could render 
them flatter; nor wither, nor scorch them, — no 
aelion of Are could make either them or their aiii- 
clea drier; nor waste time in putting them down — 
I am thinking not their own self-inflation will keep 
them from sinking; for there's this contradiction 
about the whole bevy — though without the least 
weight, they are awfully heavy. No, my dear 
honest bore, surdo /abutam narras, they are no 
more to me than a rat in the ari-aa. I can walk 
with the Doctor, get facte from the Don, or draw 
out the Lambish quintessence of John, and feel 
nothing more than a half-comic sorrow, to think 
that they all will be lying to-morrow tossed care- 
lessly up on the waste-paper shelves, and foi^tten 
by all but thwr half-dozen selves. Once snug in 
my attic, my fire in a roar, I leave the whole pack 
of them ciutside the door. With Hakluyt or Pur- 
chas I wander away to the black northern seas or 
barbaric Cathay ; get foit with O'Shanter, and 
sober me then with that builder of brick-kilnish 
dramas, rare Ben ; snuff Herbert, as holy as a 
flower on a grave ; with Fletcher wax tender, o'er 
Chapman grow brave ; with Marlowe or Eyd take 
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n Rati poel^rave ; in Very, mosi; Hebrew of Saxoiis, 
find peace ; with Lycidaa welter on. vext Irish 
eeas; with. Webster grow wild, and ulimb earth- 
ward again, down by mystical Browne's Jacoh's- 
ladder-like brain, to that spiritual Pepys (Cotton's 
version) Montaigne ; find a new depth in Words- 
worth, undreamed of before, — that divinelj-in- 
Bpired, wise, deep, tender, grand, — bore. Or, out 
of my study, the scholar thrown off, nature holds 
up her shield 'gainst the sneer and the scoff; the 
landscape, forever consoling and kind, pours her 
wine and her oil on the smarts of the mind. The 
waterfall, scattering its vanishing gems; the tall 
grove of bemloelcs, with moss on their stems, like 
plashes of sunlight; the pond in the woods, where 
no foot but mine and the bittern's intrudes ; these 
are all my kind neighbors, and leave me no wish 
to say aught to yon all, my poor critics, bnt — 
pish ! I have buried the hatchet ; I am twisting an 
allumette out of one of you now, and relighting 
my calumet. In your private capacities, come 
when you please, I will give you my hand and a 
fresh pipe arpiece. 

As I ran through the leaves of my poor little 
book, to take a fond author's first tremulous look, 
it was quit© an excitement to hunt the errata, 
sprawled in as birds' tracks are iii some kinds of 
strata, (only these made things erookeder.) Fancy 
an heir, that a father had seen born well-featured 
aod fair, turning suddenly wry-nosed, club-footed, 
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Bipint-cyed, hare-lipped, wapper-jawed, carrot- 
haired, from a pride become an aversioa, — my case 
was yet worse. A club-foot (by way of a change) 
in a verse, I might have forgiven, an 0*8 being -wry, 
a limp in an e, or a cock in an i,— but to have the 
eweet babe of my brain served in pi ! I am not 
qneasy-stomaohed, but such a Thyest«an banquet 
as that waa quite out of the question. 

In the edition now issued, no pains are neg- 
lected, and my verses, as orators say, 'stand cor- 
rected. Tet some blunders reniiun of the public's 
own make, which I wish to correct for my personal 
sake. For instance, a character drawn in pure fun 
and condensing the traits of a dozen in one, has 
been, as I hear by some persons applied tj> a good 
inend of mine, whom to stab in the side, as we 
walked along chatting and joking together would 
not be my way. I can hardly tell wheth ^ 

tion will ever arise in which he and I h 1 1 by 
any strange fortune agree, but meanwh I my 
esteem for him grows as I know him, a d th h 
not the best judge upon earth of a poem h kn w 
what it 33 he is saying and why, and is h t d 
fearless, two good points which I have t f und 
so rife I can easily smother my love f th m 
wheiher on my aide or 'tother. 

For my other anonymi, you may be s th t I 
know what is meant by a caricature, and what by 
a portrtut. There are those who think it is p fal 
fim to be spattering their ink on quiet q 1 
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some folk, but the minute tie game changes sidea 
and the others b cgin it, they see something savage 
and horrible in it. As for me I respect neither 
women or men for their gender, nor own any ses 
in a pen. I choose just to hint to some causeless 
unfriends that, as far as I know, there are always 
two ends (and one of them heaviest, too) to a 
staff, and two pardes also to every good laugh. 



I,. Google 



I,. Google 



A FABLE FOR CEITICS. 



Ph<bbus, aittingone day in a laurel-tree's shade, 
Was remindeii of Daphne, of whom it was made, 
For the god being one day too wami in his wooiug. 
She took to the free to escape his pursuing ; 
Ea the cause what it might, from his offers she 

shrunk, 
And, Ginerra-like, ahut herself up in a think ; 
And, though 'twas a step into which he bad driven 

He somehow or other had never forgiven her ; 
Her memory he nursed as a kind of a tonic. 
Something bitter to chew when be'd play the By- 

And I can't count the olstnat uphi (hat he 

hroiigbt over, 
By a strange kind of sm le he p t on hen be 

thought of her. 
" My ease is like Dido's,' I p son etin ei reniark'd, 
" When I last saw my love th wao ta rly era- 

bavk'd. 
In a laurel, as she thought — but (ah how Fate 

mocks !) 
She has found it by this time a very bad box ; 
Let hunters from me take this saw when they 
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— Tou'i-e not always sari of your game when 

you've treed it. 
Juat conceive anoh a change taking place in one's 

mistresa! 
What romance would be left ? — who can flatter or 

kiss trees ? 
And for mercy's sake, hovr could one keep up a 

dialogue 
With a dull wooden thing that will livo and will 

Not to aay that the thought would forever intrude 
That you've less chance to win her the more she is 

Ah I it went to my heart, and the memory slJII 

grieves, 
To see those loved graces all taking their leaves ; 
Those chaiins beyond speech, so enchanting but 

As they left me forever, each making its bough I 
If her tongue ftarf a tang sometimes more than was 



Now, Daphne,— before' she was happily trea- 
fied,— 
Over all other blossoms the lily had deified, 
And when she expected the god on a visit, 
('Twas before he had made his intentions ex- 
plicit,) 
Some buds she arranged with a vast deal of care. 
To look as if artlessly twined in her hsur, 
Where they seemed, as he S£ud, when he p«d his 



Like the day breaking through the long night of 
So whenever he wished to be quite irresistible, 
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Like a man with eight trumps in his hand at a 

■whist-table, 
(I feared me at first that the rhyme was untwist- 
Though I might have lugged in an allufiioii to 

Cristabel,) — 
He would take up a li!y, and gloomily look in it, 
As I shall at the , when they cut up my book 



Well, here, after all the bad rhyme Tve been 



.s a volume of old Cheater mysteri 
Or &s those puzzling specimens, which, in old 

histories, 
We read of his verses — the Oracles, namely, — 
(I wonder the Greeks should have swallowed them 

I tamely, 
For one minht bet safely whatever he has to risk. 
They were laid at his door by some ancient Miss 

Asterisk, 
And so dull that the men who retailed them out- 
Got the ill name of augurs, because they were 

bores,) — ■ 
Firat, he mused what the animal substance or 

Would induce a moustache, for you know he's 

imberbis ; 
Then he shuddered to think how hb youthful posi- 

Was assailed by the age of hia son tbe physician ; 
At some poems he glanced, had been sent to him 

lately. 
And the metre and sentiment puzzled him greatly ; 
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" Mehercle ! I'd malcB such proceedings feion- 

Have they all of them slept in the cave of Tro- 

Look well to your seat, 'tia like taking an iuring 
Oa a corduro)^ road, and that out of repairing ; 
It leads one, 'lis true, through the primitive forest, 
Grand natural features— but, then, one has no 

you just catch a glimpse of some rarishing dia- 



" O, weep with me, Daphne," he ^ghed, " for 

A teWible thing to be pestered with poete I 
But, alas, she is dumb, and the proverb holds gOod, 
She never will cry till she's out of the wood I 
What wouldn't I give if I never had known of 

her? 
'Twere a kind of relief had I something to groan 

If I had but some lettere of herg, now, to toss over, 
I might turn for the nonee a Byronic philosopher, 
And bewitch all the flats by bemoaning the loss of 

One needs something tangible, though to begin 

A loom, as it were, for the fancy to spin on ; 
What boots all your grist ? it can never be ground 
Till a breeze makes the arms of the windmill go 

round, 
(Or, if 'tis a water-mill, alter the metaphor, 
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ATifl say it won't stir, save the wbeel be well wel 

Or lug in some staff about water "so dreamily," — 
It is not a metaphor, though, 'IJs a simile ;) 
A lilj-, perhftjis, would set niy mill agoing, 
Forjuat at this season, I think, they are blowing, 
II«re, somebody, fetch- one, not very far lience 
Tbej''re in bloom by the score, 'tis but climbing a 

There's a poet hard by, who does nothing but fill 

Whole garden, from one end fo t'otber, witb lilies ; 
A very good plan, were it not for satiety. 
One longs fer a weed here and there, for variety ; 
Though a weed is no more than a flower in dis- 



Now there happened to be among Phrebus's 
followers, 
A gentleman, one of the omnivorous swallowera. 
Who twit every book that comes out of the press, 
Without the least question of larger or less. 
Whose stomachs are. strong at the expense of their 

For reading new books is like eating new bread. 
One can bear it at first, but by gradual steps he 
Is brought to death's door of a mental dyap^psy. 
On a pi-evioua stage of existence, our Hero 
Had ndden outside, with the glass below zero ; 
He had been, 'lis a fact you may safely rely on. 
Of a very old slock a most eminent scion, — 
A stock all fresh quacks their fierce boluses 

ply on. 
Who stretch the new boots Earth's nnwilling to . 

try on, 
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Whom humbiiga of all shapes 



Who think slavery a erlme that we must not say 

fieoD, 
Who hunt, if they e'er hunt at all, ■mth the lion, 
(Though they hunt lions also, whenever tijey spy 

Who contnve io make erevj good fortune a wry 

And at last choose the hard bed of honor to die on, 
.Whose pedigree traced to earth's earliest years, 
Is longer iJian any thing else hut their ears ; — 
In short, he was sent into life with the wrong key. 
He nnlocked the door, and slept forlii a poor 

donkey. 
THiough kicked and abused by his bipedal betters, 
Yet he filled no mean place in the kingdom of 

tetters ; 
Par happier than many a literary hack. 
He bore only paper-mili raga on his back ; 
(For it makes a vast difference which side the mill 
One expends on the paper his labor and skill ;) 
So, when his soul waited a new transmigraldoD, 
And Desdny balanced 'twist this and that station. 
Not having much time to expend upon bothers, 
Bemembering he'd had bo — —- "■' 

authors, 
And considering his four leg! 



Through his babyhood no kind of pleasur 
In any amusement but tearing a book; 
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For him (here was no intenoediate stage, 
FTOm babyhood up to straight-laced middle i^e ; 
There were years when he didn't wear coat-taiis 

behind, 
But a boy he could never be rightlj' defined ; 
Like tiie Irish Good Polk, though in length scarce 

a span; 
From the womb he came gravely, a little old man ; 
While other boys' trowsera demanded the toil 
Of the motherly fingere on all kinds of soil, 
Eed, yellow, brown, black, clayey, gravelly, loamy. 
He sat in the comer and read Viri Bomie, 
He never was known to ,unbend or to revel once 
lii base, marbles, hockey, or kick up the devil 

He was j iist one of those who excite the henevo- 

Of your old prigs who sound the soul's depths with 

a ledger. 
And are on the look out for some young men to 

-cate," as they call it, who won't be too costly, 
And who'll irfterward talte to the ministry mostly ; 
Who always wear spectacles, always look bilious. 
Always keep on good terms with each maler- 

farniltas 
Throughout the whole parish, and manf^e to rear 
Ten boys like themselves, on four hundred a year : 
WTio, fulfilling in turn the same fearful conditions, 
Either preach throagh their noses, or go upon 



In this way our hero got safely to college. 
Where he bolted alike both his commons an 

knowledM ; 
A reading-machine, always wound up and going, 
He mastered wliatevur was notwoith the kuowjii 
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Appeared in a gown, and a, yest irf blaok satin, 
To spout sucli a Gotliic oration in Latin, 
That Tully could never have made out a word in it, 
(Though himself waa tiie model the author pre- 
ferred in it,) 
And grasping the parchment which gave him in 

All the mystic and-so-forths contiuned in A. B., 
He was knnuhed (life is always compareit to a 

aea,) 
With just enough learning, and skill for the using 
^ it, 

To pi-oye he'd a brain, by forever confusing it. 
So worthy Siunt Benedict, piously burning 
iTith the holiest zeal against secmar learning, 
Nesciejisijue scienter, as writers express it, 
IndociusquB sapienler a Sonid recesiii. 

'Twoald be endless to tell you the things that ho 

All separate facfcs, undeniably true, 

But with him or each other Uiej'd nothing to do ; 

No power of combining, arranging, discerning, 

Digested the masses he learned into learning ; 

There wia one thing in life he had practice knowl- 
edge for, 

(And this, you will think, he need scarce go to 
college for,) 

Not a deed wojild he do, nor a word would he 

Till he'd weighed its relations to plain bread and 

butter. 
When he left Alma Mater, be practised his wits 
In compiling the journals' historical bits, — 
Of shops broken open, men falling in fits, 
Great fortunes in England beq^ucathed to poor 
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iiiileold spells, the coldest for many past winters, — 
Then, rising by iadostry, knack, and address, 
Got notieefi Tip for an unbiased press, 
With a mind so well poised, it aeemod equally 

made for 
Applause or abuse, just which chanced to be paid 

From this point his projp'e^ was rapid and sure. 
To the post of a regular heavy reviewer. 

And here I must say he WTOte escellent articles 
On the Hebraic points, or the force of (4reek 

particles, 
They lilled up the space nothing else was prepared 

for; 
And nobody read that which nobody cared for ; 
If any, old book reached a fiftieth edition, 
He could fill forty pages with safe eradition ; 
He could gauge the old books by the old set of 

And his Tcry old nothings pleased very old fools ; 
But give him a new book, fresh out of the heai-t. 
And you puthim at sea without compass or chart, — 
His blunders aspired to the rank of an art ; 
For his lore was engraft, something foreign that 

grew in him, 
Exhausting the sap of the native and true in him, 
So that when a man eame with a soul Ihatwas new 

Carving new forms of tiuth out of Nature's old 

New Snd old at their birth, like Le Verrier's 

planet, 
Which, to get a trae judgment, themselves nmst 

In the soul of their ciitio the measure and weight, 
Being ratlier themselves a fresh standard of grace, 
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To compute their own judge, and assign him his 

Our reTiewer would crawl all about it and round 

And, reporting each circumstanco just as he found 

Without the least malice, — his record would be 

Profoundly aesthetic as that of a flea. 

Which, supping on Wordsworth, should print, for 

our Bakes, 
Reeollecdons of nights wiib lie Bard of the Lakes, 
Or, borne hy an Arab^uide, ventured to render a 
General view of the ruins at Denderah. 

As I SEud, he was neyer precisely unkind, 
The defect in his hr^n was just absence of mind; 
If he boasted, 'twas simply tliat he was self-made, 
A position which I, for one, never gainsind, 
My respect for my Maker supposing a skill 
In his works which our hero would answer but ill ; 
And I trust that the mould which he used may be 

cracked, or he 
Made bold by success, may enlarge his phy- 
lactery. 
And set up a kind of a man-manuiactoiy, 
An event wluch I shudder to think about, seeing 
That Man is a moral, accountable being. 

He meant well enough, but was still in the way, 
As a dunce always is, &t him be where he may ; 
Indeed, they appear to come into existence 
To impede otter folks witli their awkward assist 

If yon set up a dunce on the very North pole, 
All alone with liimself, I believe, on my soul. 
He'd manage to get betwist somebody's shins. 
And pitch him down bodily, all in his sins. 
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To the grave polar bears sitting round on the ice. 
All shortening their grace, to be in for a slioe ; 
Or, if he found noboJy else there to pother, 
Why, one of hia legs would just trip up the other, 
For there's nothing we read of in torture's inren- 

Like a well-meaning dunce, with the best of in- 



A tenible fellow to meet in Bociety, 
Not the toast tbat he buttered was ever so d:j at 

There he'd sit at the table and stir in his sugar, 
Crouching close for a spring, all the ■while, like a 

cougar ; ^ 

Be sure of your facta, of your measures and weights, 
Of your tune — he's as foud as an Arab of dates ; — 
You'll be telling, perhaps, in your comical way. 
Of something you've seen in (be course of the day ; 
And, just as you're tapering out the conclusion, 
Tou venture an ill-fated clasac alliitaon, — 
Tlie girls have all got their laughs ready, when, 

whacJc! 
The cougar comes down on yonr thunderstruck 

You had left out a comma, — your Greek's put in 

joint, 
And pointed at cost of your story's whole point. 
In ihe course of the evening, yon venture on 



"And that, oh most charming of womi 

flower, 
WSich turns " — here a clear nasal v 

terror, 
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From outside tlie curtiuii, saya " that's all an error." 
As for liini, he's— no matter, he never grew tender, 
Sitting after a ball, with his feet on the fender. 
Shaping somebody's sweet features out ol' cigar 

smoke, 
(Though hd'd wilUngly grant you that such doinga 

are smoke ;) 
All women he damns with ntulabile semper, 
And if ever he felt something like love's distemper, 
'Twas towards a young lady who spoke ancient 

Mexican, 
And assisted her father in making a leicicon ; 
Though. 1 reeolleet hearing him get quite ferocious 
About Mary Clausum, tho mistress of Grotius, 
Or something of that sort, — but, no moi-e to boro 

ye 
Wth character-painting, I'll turn to my story. 



Now, Apollo, who finds it 

To get his court clear of the makers of rhymes. 

The genus, T think it is called, iiritaUte, 

Eveiy one of whom thinks himself treated most 

shabbily, 
And nurses a — what is it ? — immedicaMle, 
Whieh keeps him at boiling-point, hot for a quarrel. 
As hitter as wormwood, ana sourer than sorrel, 
If any poor devil but look at a laurel ; — 
Apollo, I say, being sick of their rioting, 
(Though he sometimes acknowledged their vei^e 

Tiad a quieting 
Effect after dinner, and seemed to suj^est a 
Retreat to the shrine of a tranquil siesta,) 
Kept our Hero at hand, who, by means of o bray, 
Which he gave to the life, drove the rabble away; 
And if that wouldn't do, he was sure to succeed, 
If he took his review out and offered to read; 
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Conaidering that authorship wasn't a rich craft, 
To print the "American drama of Witehcraft." 
" Stay, I'll read you a scene," — but he hardly 

Ere Apollo shrieked " Help ! " and the authors all 

And once, when these purgatives acted with leas 

And the desperate case asked a remedjr desperate, 
He drew from his pocket a foolscap epistle, 
As calmly as if 'twere a nine-barrelled pistol, 
And threatened them all wilh the judgment to 

Of "A wandering Star's first impressions of Eome." 
" Stop I stop I " with their hands o'er their ears 



" He may go off and murder himself, if he chooses, 
'Twas a means self-defence only sanctioned his 

'Tis mere massacre now that the enemy's flying; 
If he's forced to 't again, and wo happen to be 

Jive us each a large handkerchief soaked in strong 

I called this a " Fable for Critics ; " you think 

lore hke a display of my rhythmical trinkete ; 
:tly plot, like an icicle, 's slender and sUppery, 
Every moment more slender, and likely to slip 

And the reader unwilling in loco de^pere. 

Is free to jump over as much of my frippery 

As he fancies, and, if he's a proyident skipper, he 
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May have an Odyssean sway of the gales, 

And get safe into port, ere his patience all fails ; 

Moreover, although 'tis a slender return 

For your toil and expense, yet my paper will buni. 

And, if you have manfully struggled thus far w Ih 

You may e'en twist me up, and just light your 

cigar with me ; 
If too angry for that, you can tear me m pieces 
And my memhTa disjfcla consign to the breezes 
A fete like great Katzau's, whom one of three 

Who beflead with bad vereea poor Louis Quatorz 
Describes, (the first verse somehow ends wiih 

As diapersant parCout el ses membres et sa gl u e. 

Or, if I were ovei^eeirous of earning 

A repute among noodle for classical learning, 

I coidd pick you a score of allusiona, I wis, 

As new as the jests cS Didaskaios tis ; 

Better still, I could make out a good solid list 

From recondite authors who do not exist, — 

But tbat would be naughty : at least, I could twist 

Something out of Absyrtus, or turn your inquiries 

After Milton's prose metaphor, drawn from Osi- 

But, as Cicero says he won't say this or that, 
(A fetch, I must say, most transparent and flat,) 
After saying whate'er he could possibly think of,— 
I amply wifl state that I pause on the brink of 
A mire, ankle-deep, of deliberate confusion. 
Made np of old jumbles of classic allusion, 
So, when you wei-e tliinking yourselves to be 

pitied. 
Just conceive how much harder your teeth you'd 

■ have gritted, 
An 'twere not for the dulness I've kindly omitted. 
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("lis so havd to escape if you get in their mesh 
Just retleot, if you please, how 'tis said by Hora^ 
riiat MiBouides nods now and thea, and, my gra- 



(Ilere a something occura which I'll just ulap a 

And say it myself, ere a Zoilus have time to,— 
Any author a nap like Van Winkle's may take. 
If he only contrive to keep readers awake, 
Bu t he'll very soon find himself laid on the shelf, 
If Ihey fall a nodding when he nods himself.} 

Once for all, to return, and ta stay, will 1, 

nlll I— 
When Phcebus expressed his desire for a lily, 
Our hero, whose homceopathio sagacity 
With an ocean of zeal mixed hia drop of capacity, 
Set off for the garden as fast as the wind, 
(Or, to take a comparison more to my mind, 
As a sound politician leaves conscience hehind,) 
And leaped the low fence, as a party hack jumps 
O'er his principles, when something else turns up 

trumps. 

He waa gone ,a long time, and Apollo mean- 
Went over some sonnets of his ivith a file, 
For of all compositions, he thought that the son- 
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■With a wave-like up-gathering to burst ab the 

So, condenaiiig the strengtli here, there smootliiog 
a wry kink, 

He was killing the time, when up walked Mr. ; 

At a few steps behind him, a small man in glasses, 
Went dodging about, Uiuttering " murderera ! 

From out of his pocket a paper he'd take, 

With the proud look of martyrdom tied to ite 

And, reading a squib at himself, he'd say, " Here I 

'Gainst American letters a bloody conspiracy. 
They are all by my persona! enemies written ; 
I must post an anonymous letter to Brittun, 
And show that this gall is the merest suggestion 
Of spite at m^ zeal on the Copyright. question, 
For, on this side the wal«r, 'tis prudent to pull 
O'er the eyes of the public their national wool, 
By accusing of slaviA respect to John Bull, 
All American authors who have more or less 
Of that anti- American humbug— success, 
While in privat* we're always embracing the 

Of some twopenny editor over the seas. 

And licking nis critical shoes, for you know 'tis 

I'he whole aim of our lives to get one English 

My American puffs I would willingly burn all. 



..Cuutjic 



('riiiiy'fe all from one source, monthly, weekly, 

diurnal,) 
To get but a kick from a transmarine journal ! " 

. So, culling the gibes of eath critical scomer 
As if they were plums, and himself were Jack 

He came cautiously on, peeping round every 

And into each hole where a weasel might pass in, 
Especting the knife of some critic assassin. 
Who state to the heart with a caricature, 
N^ot BO bad as those daubs of the Sun, to be aure, 
Yet done with a dagger-o'-type, whose vile por- 

Disperse all one's good, and condense all one's poor 



Apollo looked up, hearing footsteps approach- 
ing, 
And slipped out of sight the new rhymes he was 
broaching, — 

" Good day, Mr. , Tm happy to meet, 

With a Echolav so ripe, and a criljc so neat, 

Who through Grub-street the soul of a gentleman 

What news from that suburb of London and Paris 
Which latterly makes such shrill cliums to monopo- 

Tlie credit of being the New World's metropo- 

" Why, nothing of consequence, save this attack 
Oil my friend there, behind, by some pitiful hack, 
Who thinks eveiy national author a poor one, 
That isn't a copy of something that's foreign. 
And assaults the American Dick—" 
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"Naj, 'tis clear 
That your Damou there 'a fond of a flea in liis eai", 
And, if no one else furnished them gratis, on tick 
He would buy some himself, just to hear the old 

Why, I honesdy think, if some fool in Japan 
Shonld turn up hia nose at the ' Poems on Man,' 
Your friend there by some inward instinct woul^l 

know it. 
Would get it translated, reprinted, and show it ; 
As a man might take ofi* a high stock to exhibit 
The autograph round his own neck of the gibbet; 
Nor would let it rest so, but fire column after 

column, 
Signed Cato, or Brutus, or something as solemn, 
By way of displaying his critical crosses. 
And tweaking that poor transatlantic pi-oboscis. 
His broadsides resulting (and this there's no doubt 

Of,) 
In sucoesavely sinking the craft they're fired out 

of. 
Now nobody knows when an author is hit, 
If he don't have a public hysterical fit ; 
Let him only keep dose m his snug garret's dim 

And nobody'd think of his critics — or him either ; 
If an author have any least fibre of worth in him. 
Abuse would but tickle the organ of mirth in him. 
Ail the critics on earth cannot crush with their 

One word that's in tune with the nature of man." 

"Well, perhaps so; meanwhile I have brought 

you a hook. 
Into which if youTl just have the goodness to look. 
You may feel so ddighted, (when you have got 

through it,) 
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A place in the next Democraljc Eeriew." 

" The most thankless of gods you must surely 
have thought me. 
For this is the forty-fourth copy you've hrought me, 
I have given them away, or at least I have tried, 
Bat Tve forty-two left, standing all aide by side, 
(The man who accepted that oae copy, died,)— 
From one end of a shelf to the other they reairfi, 
' With the author's respects ' neatly written in 

The publisher, sure, will proclaim a Te Deum, 
When he hears of that order the British Museum 
Has sent for one set of what books were first 

printed 
In America, litfle or big, — for 'tis hinted 
Tiiat this is the first truly tangible hope he 
Has ever had raised for the sale of a copy. 
I've thought very often 'twould be a good thing 
III all public collections of boolcs, if a wing 
Were set off by itself, like the seas from the dry 

Marked Lileraiure suited to desolate islands. 

And filled with such books as could never be read 

Save by readers of pMoft, forced to do it for 

Such books as one's wrecked on in small country- 
Such as hermits might mortify over in caverns. 
Such as Satan, if printing had then been invented, 
As the climaii of woe, would \o Job have pru- 

seuted, 
Such as Crusoe might dip in, although there axo 
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Outrageously cornered by fate as poor Crusoe ; 
And since the philanthi'opists just now are bang- 

.ing . 
And gibbeting all who're in favor of hanging, — 
(Though Cheever has proved that the Bible and 

' Altar 
Were letdown from Heaven at the end of a halter, 
And that vital religion would dull and grow 

Unrefreshed, now and then, with a soiff of the 

gallows,)^ 
And folks are beginning to think it looks odd, 
To choke a poor scamp for the glory of Gtod ; 
And that He who esteems the Vii^inia reel 
A bait to draw saints from iheir spiritual weal. 
And regards the quadrille as a far greate!' knavery 
Than crushing IBs Afi'iean children with slavery, — 
Since all who take part in a vraltz or cotiiiiou 
Are mounted for hell on the Devil's own pillion, 
Who, as every true orthodox Christian well know}^ 
Approaehes the heart through the door of the 

That He, I was saying, whose jndgmente are stored 
For such aa take stepa in despite of his word, 
Should look with delight on the agonized pvanein^ 
Of a wretch who has not the least ground for hia 

dancing, 
While the State, standing by, angs a verse from 

the Psalter 
About offering to God on his favorite halter, 
And, when the l^s droop from their twitching 

divergence. 
Sells the clothes to a Jew, and the corpse to the 
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To a criminal code both humane and effectual ;-■ 
I propose to shut up every di 
With these desperate books, 



desperate books, for sach teiin, short or 

long, 

As by statute id such cases made and provided, 
Shall be by your wise l^alators decided ; 
Thus ; — Let inurderera Be shut, to grow wiser and 

cooler, 

At hard labor for life on the works of Mss ; 

Petty thieves, kept trom flagranter crimes by tlieir 

Shall peruse Yankee Doodle a blank term of 

That American Punch, like the English, no doubt — 
Juet the sugar and lemons and spirit left out. 

" But stay, here comes Tityrus Giiswold, and 
The flocks whom he first plucks alive, and then 
A loud-cackling swarm, in whose feathers warm- 
He goes for as perfect a — swan, as tiie rest. 

" There comes Emerson first, whoso rich words, 
Are like gold nails in temples to hang trophies 

Whose pi-ose is grand verse, while his verse, the 

Loiii knows, 

Js soiiie of it pr No, 'tis not even prose ; 

I'm speaking of metres ; some poems have welled 
Prom those rare depths of soul that have ne'er 

been excelled; 
Tiiey're not epics, but that doesn't matter a pin. 
In creating, the only hard thing's to begin ; 
A grass-blade 's no easier to make than an oak, 
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If you've once found flie way, you've aclueved the 

grand stroke ; 
In the worst of hia poema are mines of rich matter. 
But thrown in a heap with a crush and a clatter; 
Now it is not one thioe nor anolJier alone 
Makes a poem, but rather the general t«ne, 
The aomething pervading, unitmg the whole, 
The before unconceived, unconceivable soul, 
So that just in renioving this tirifle or that, yon 
Tafce away, as it were, a chief lunb of the statue ; 
Eoota, wood, bark, and leaves, singly perfect may 

be, ~- 

But, clapt hodge-podge together, they don't make 



" But, to come back to Emerson, (whom by the 

I believe we left wiuting,) — his is, we may say, 
A Greek head on right Yankee shoulders, whose 

Has Olympus for one polo, for fother the Ex- 

cImu^ ; 
He seems, to my thinking, (although I'm afr^d 
The comparison must, long ere this, have been 

made,) 
AJlotinus-Montaigne, where the Egyptian's gold 

And the Gascon's shrewd wit cheek-by-jowl co- 



All admire, and yet searely six converts he's got 
To I don't (nor they either) exactly know what ; 
Por though he builds glorious templ^, tis odd 
He leaves never a doorway to get in a god. 
T^s refreshing to old-fashioned people file me, 
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he, 
In whose mind all creation ia duly respected 
Aa parts of hiraaelf — just a little projected j 
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And who's willing to worship the stars and the 

A convert to — nothing but Emeraon. 

So perfect a halaoce there is in his head, 

That he talks of things Eometitnes as if they were 

Life, nature, love, God, and affairs of that sort, 
He looks at aa merely ideas ; in short, 
As if they were fossils stuck roand in a cabinet, 
Of sueh vast extent that our earth's a mere dab 

in it ; 
Composed just aa he is inclined to conjecture her, 
Namely, one part pare earth, ninety-nine parte 

pure lecturer ; 
You are filled with de%ht at his clear demonetra- 

Each figure, woi-d, gesture, just fits tl 
With the quiet precision of science h 
But yon can't help suspecting the 



make ana style, 
Who insist on a likeness 'twixt him and Carlyle ; 
To compare with Plato would be vastly fairer, 
Carlyle's the more bnrly, but E. is the rarer; 
He sees fewer olyecis, bat clearlier, tmelier, 
If C.'s as ori^naC E.'s more peculiar ; 
That he's more of a man you might say of the one, 
Of the other he's more of an Emerson ; 
C.'s the Titan, as sha^y of mind as of limb,— - ' 
E. the cleav-eyed Olympian, rapid and slim ; 
The one's two-thirda Norseman, the other half 

Where the one 's most abounding, the other 's to 

seek; 
C.'s generals require to be seei- in the mass, — 
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E.'s specialties gain if enlai^d by the glass ; 

C. gives nature and Giod his own fits otthe blues, 

And rims convmon^ense things with mj-atical 

E. sits in a mystery calm and intense, 

And looks coolly around him with sharp common- 

0. shows yoti how every-day matters unite 
With the dim transdiurnal recesses of night,^ 
While E., in a plain, preternatural way, 
Makes mysteries matters of mere every day; 
C. draws all hia characters quite li la Puseli, — 
He don't sketch their bundles of muscles and thew» 

illj;. 

But he psunta with a brush so untamed and profuse, 
They seem nothing but bundles of muscles and 

thews ; 
E. is rather like Flaxman, lines strait and severe. 
And a colorless outline, bat full, round, and clear ; — 
To the men he thinks worthy he frankly accords 
The design of a white marble statue in words. 
C- labors to set at the centre, and then 
Take a reckoning from there of his actjons and 



Ko part of the man but his wisdom and wit, — 
Who go carefully o'er the sky-blue of his brain, 
And when he has skimmed it once, skim it again ; 
If at all they resemble him, you may be sure it ia 
Because their shoals mirror his mists and obseu- 

As a mud-puddle seems deep as heaven for a 

While a cloud tliat floats o'er is reflected within it. 
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Tread in Emereon's Wacks with legs painfully 

How he jumps, how he strains, and gets red in the 

To keep step with the mystagogue's natural pace I 
He follows as close as a stick to a rocket. 
His fingers exploring the pi^ophet's each pocket. 
Fie, for shame, brouiep bard ; with good fruit of 

Can't you let neighbor Emerson's orchards alone ? 
Besides, 'tis no use, you'll not find e'en a core, — ■ 

has picked up all the windfalls before. 

They might strip every tree, and E. never would 

His Hesperides have no rude dragon to watch 

When they send him a dishfuU, and aak him to try 

He never suspects how the aly rogues came by 

He wonders why 'tis there are none such his trees 

And thinks 'em the best he has tasted this season. 

" Tender, calm as a cloud, Alcott etalbs in a 
dream. 
And fancies himself in thy groves. Academe, 
With the Parthenon nigh, and the olive-trees" o'er 

And never a foct to perplex him or bore him. 
With a snug room at Plato's, when night comes, to 

walk to. 
And people from morning till midnight to talk to. 
And trom midnight till morning, nOr enore in their 
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So he muses, his face with the joj of it glistening, 
For his highest conceit of a happiest state is 
Where thej-'d iiye upon acorns, and hear him talk 

And indeed, J believe, no man ever tallied better- 
Each sentence hangs perfectly poised to a letter; 
He seems piling words, but there's royal dust hid 
In the heart of each sky-piercing pyramid. 
While he talks he is great, but goes out like a 

If you shut him up closely with pen, ink, and 

Tet his fingers itch for 'em from morning till night, 
And he thinks he does wrong if he don't always' 
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I, a lamb among men, 
when he goes to his pen. 



" Close behind him is Erownson, his mouth very 
full 
With attempting to gulp a Gregorian bull ; 
Who contrives, spite of that, to pour out as he 

A stream of ti'ansparent and forcible prose ; 
He shifts quite about, then proceeds to expound 
That *IJs merely the earth, not himself, that turns 

round, 
And wishes it clearly impressed on your mind. 
That the weathercock niles and not follows (he 

Proving flrat, then as deftly confuting each side, 
With no doctiine pleased that's not somewhere 

denied, 
He lays the denier away on the shelf, 
And then — down beside him lies gravely himself. 
He's the Salt River boaUnan, who always stands 
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To convoy friend or foe witliout ciarging a ahil- 



w himself up, if he can't get a fare. 
The worst of it is, ttiat his logic's so strong, 
That of two wdes he commonly chooses the wrong ; 
If there is only one, why, he'll spht it in two, 
And first pummel this half, then that, black and 

That white's white needa no proof, but it takes a 

deep fellow 
To prove it jet-black, and that jet-black is yellow. 
He offers the true faith to drink in a sieve, — 
When it reaches your lips there's naught left to 

believe 
But a few silly-(syllo-, 1 mean,) ^ms that squat 

Like tadpoles, o'erjoyed with the mud at the bot- 



" Tliere is Willis, eo nattff and jaunty and gay. 
Who says his best things in so foppish a way, 
With conceits and pet phrases so thickly o'erlaj-ing 

That one hardly knows whether to Ihant Hm for 

saying 'em ; 
Over-ornament ruins both poem and prose, 
Just conceive of a Muse with a ring in her nose I 
His prose had a natural grace of its own, 
And enough of it, too, if he'd let it alone ; 
But he twitches and jerks so, one fairly gets tired, 
And is forced to forgive where lie might have ad' 

mired ; 
Yet whenever it slips away free and unlaced, 
It runs like a stream witli a musical waste, 
Aud gurgles along with the Jiquidest sweep ; — ■ 
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"Rs not deep as a river, bnt who'd have it deep ? 
In a country where scarcely a village is found 
That has not its author sublime and pi-ofound, 
For some one to be slightly shoal is a duty, 
And Willis's shallowness makes half his heauty. 
His prose winds alons with a blithe, gurgling error, 

'Tib a narrowish strip, but it ia not an artifice, — 
'Tis the true out-oMoors with its genuine heartj 

phiz; 
It is Nature herself, and there's something in that, 
Since most brains reflect but the crown of a hat. 
No volume I know to read under a tree. 
More truly delicious than his A 1' Abri, 
With the shadows of leaves flowing over youl 

Like ripple-shades netting the bed of a brook ; 
With June coming soft^' y^"'' shoulder to look 

Breezes waiting to turn every leaf of your book 



ne indeed. 

" He's so innate a cockney, that had he been 

Where plain bai'e^in's the only full-dress that is 

He'd have given his owa such an air that you'd 

'T had been made by a tailor to lounge in Broad- 

His nature's a glass of champagne with the foam 

on't,. 
As tender as Fletcher, as witty as Beaumont; 
So his best things are done ia the flush of the mo- 
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If lie wiiit, all is spoiled ; he may stir it and shake 

But, thefised air once gone, he uan never re-inake 

it. 
He might be a man el of eat,y dulightfulness, 
Jf he would not aomeljme^ lea^e the r out «f 

spiightfulness , 
Aud he onght to let Smpturc alone^'tis self- 

Elaughtei, 
For nobody hkes inepiration-and-watei 
He'd have been just the fellow lo sup at the Mer- 

Cracking jokes at rare Ben, with an eyete the bar- 

His w 



" Hei-e comes Parker, the Orson of parsons, a 

"Whom the Church undertook to ^ut under her 

ri'he Chureh of Socmus, I mean) — his opinions 
Being So- (ultra) -cinian, they shocked Oio Souiii- 

They believed — faith I'm puzzled — I think I may 

caU 
Their belief a believing in nothing at all, 
Or something of that sort ; I know they all went 
For a generS. union of total dissent : 
He went a step farther; without cough or hem, 
He frankly avowed he believed not in them ; 
And, before he could be jumbled up or preventerl. 
From their orthodox kind of dissent he dissented. 
Tliere was heresy here, you perceive, for the righf 
Of privately judging means simply that light 
Has been granted to me, for deciding on yim. 
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And in happier times, before Atheism grew, 
The deed contained clauses for eooking you, too. 
Now at Xevses and Knnt we all laugh, yet our 

foot 
With the same wave is wet that mocked Xerxes 

and Knut ; 
And we all entertain a aneere private -notion, 
That our Thm far ! will have a great weight with 

the ocean. 
'Twas so with out liheral Christians : they bore 
With anuerest conviction their chairs to the shore ; 
They brandished their worn theological birehes, 
Bade natural progress keep out of the Churches, 
And expected the lines they had drawn to prevttU 
With the fast-rising tide to keep ont of their pale ; 
They had formerly dammed the Pontifical See, 
And the same thing, they thought, would do nicely 

for P. i 
But he turned up his nose at their murmuring and 

shamining, 
And cared (shaQ I say ?) not a d — for their dam- 
So they first read him out of thoir church, and 
Turned round and declared he had never been in 

But the ban was too small or the man was too big. 
For he recka not their bells, hooka, and candles a 

flg; 

(He don't look like a man who would stay treated 

shabbily, 
Sophroniscus' son's head o'er the features of Rabc- 

lais;)- 
He bangs and bethwaeks them,— their bacts he 

salutes 
With the whole tree of knowledge torn up fay the 
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His siirmoiia witt satire are plenieoualy Terjulcecl, 
Aiidhe talks in one breafli of Confutzee, Casa, 

Zei'duscht, 
iTarik Robinson, Peter the Hei'uiit, Strap, Dathan, 
Caali, Pitt (not the bottomless, dial he's no faith 

Pan, Pilli'cock, Shalispeare, Paul, Toots, Moiisiuur 

Tonaon, 
Aldebaran, Akander, Ben Khorat, Ben Jonson, 
Thoth, Eiehter, Joe Smith, Father Paul, Judah 

Monis, 
Miissus, Muretua, hem, — n Seorpionia, 
Maccabee, Maccaboy, Mao — Mae — ah! Ma^hia- 

Condorcet, Count d'Orsay, Cornier, Say, Ganga- 

OHon, O'Connell, the Chevalier D'O, 
(See the Memoirs of Sully) to nav, the great toe 
Of the statue of Jupiter, now made to pass 
For tliat of Jew Peter by good Romish brass, — 
(You may add for yourselves, for I find it a bore. 
All the names you have ever, or not, heard before, 
And when you've done tJiat — why, invent a few 

Ilia hearers can't tell you on Sunday beforehand. 
If in that day's discourse thefU. be Blbled or Ko- 

raned, 
For he's seized the idea (by his martyiiiom flred,) 
That all men (not orthodox) maff be inspired ; 
Yet though wisdom profane with hia creed he may 

He makes it quiet clear what he doesn't believe in, 
While some, who deciy him, think all liingdom 

h a sort of a, kind of a, speeies of Huni, 

Of which, aa it were, ao to speak, not a crunil) 

Would be left, if we didn't keep carefully mum. 
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And, to make a clean breast, that 'tis perfectly 

plain 
That qW kinds of wisdom are somewhat profane; 
Sow F.'a creed than this may be lighter or darkei 
But in one thing, 'tis clear, he has fiuth, namelj— 

Parker ; 
And Uiis is what makes hica the crowd-di-awinf 

preacher, 
There's a background of god to each hard-working 

feature, 
Every word Uiat he speaks has been iierily fiir- 

naced 
In the blast of a life that has stru^led in earnest : 
There he stands, looking more fiae a ploughman 

than priest. 
If not dreadfully awkward, not graceful at least. 
His gestures all downright and same, if you will, 
As M brown-fisted Hobnail in hoeing a drill, 
But his period* fall on you, stroke after sti-oke, 
Like the blows of a lumberer felling an oak, 
You forget the man wholly, you're thankful to 

With a preacher who smacks of the field and the 



" There is Bryant, as quiet, as cool, and as 
dignihed. 
As a smootli, silent iceberg, that never is ignified. 
Save when by reflection 'tis kindled o' nights 
With a semblance of flame by the chill Northern 

He may rank (Giiswold says so) first bai-d of your 
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YoiiT topmost ParnaBBus he may set his heel on, 
But no warm applauses come, peal following peal 

IIo's too EUiooth and too polished to hang any zeal 

Uiic[aalified merits, III grant, if you choose, he 

But he lacks the one merit of kindling enthuaasm ; 

If he stir you at all, it is just, on my soul, 

I,ike heing stirred up with the very North Pole. 

" He is very niee reading in summer, but inter 
Nos, we don't want ei^ra freezing in winter ; 
Take him up in the depth of July, my advice is, 
When you feel an Egyptian devotion to ices. 
But, deduct all you can, there's enough that's right 

good in him, 
He has a true soul for field, river, and wood in 

And his heart, in the midst of hrick walls, or 

where'er it is, 
Glows, softens, and thrills with the tenderest 

charities, — 
To you mortals that delve in this trade-ridden 

Jlanet ? 
d Berkshire's hills, with their limestone and 
granite. 
If you're one who in loco (add/oco here) desipis. 
You vfill get of his outermost heart (as I guess) a 

But you'd get deeper doisii if you came as a 

precipice, 
And would break the last seal of ite inwardest 

fountain, 
If you only could palm yourself off for a moun- 

Mr. Quiyis, or somebody quite as discerning, 
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Some scholar who's hourly expeutinp; his learning. 
Galls B. the American Wordswortli ; but Words- 
la worth near as much aa your whole tuueful herd's 

No, don't be absurd, he's an excellent Bryant ; 
But, my friends, you'll endanger the life of your 

client, 
hy attempting to stretch him up into a giant : 
If you choose to compare him, I iJiink there are 

-sons fit for a parallel — Thomson and Cowper ;* 
I don't mean exactly, — there's sometliing of each. 
There's T/s love of natui-e, C.'s penchant to 

preach ; 
Just mix up their minds so that C.'s spice of oraai- 

Shall balance and neutralize T.'s turn for lazineaa, 
And it gives you a brain cool, quite i'rictionless, 

quiet. 
Whose internal police nips the buds of all riof, — 
A briun like a permanent strait-jacket put on 
The heart whiob strives vwuly to burst off a hut- 



He's a Cowper condensed, with no eraziness bitten. 
And the advantage that Wordsworth before him 
has- written. 

" But, my dear little bardlings, don't prick uf 
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Nor suppose I would rank you and Bryant aa 

If 1 call him an iceberg, I don't mean to say 
There is nothing in that which is grand, in ita way ; 
lie is almost the one of jour poets that knows 
How much grace, strenglJi, and dignity lie in 

Repose; 
Tf he sometimes fall short, he is too wise to mar 
His thought's modest fulness by going too fai' ; 
'Tivould be well if your authors should all make a 

Of what virtue there is iu severe self-denial. 
And measure their writings by Hesiod's staff. 
Which teaches that all has less value than half. 

" Thore is Whittier, whose swelling and vehe- 

Strains the strait-breasted drab of the Quaker 

apart, 
And teveals the live Man, stiE supreme and erect, 
Underneath the bemummying wrappers of sect j 
Thei-e was ne'er a man bora who had more of the 

Of the true lyric bard and all that kind of thing ; 
And his fiulurea arise, (though perhaps he don't 

know it,} 
From the very same cause that has made him a 

A fervor of mind which knows no separation 
'Twixt simple exeitemeat and pure inspiration, 
As my Pythoness erst sometimes erred from not 

knowing 
If 'twere 1 or mere wind through her tripod waa 

blowing ; 
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While, home witi the rush of the metre along. 
The poet may ehanee to go right or go wrong, 
Content with the whirl and delirium of song ; 
Then Ms grammar's not always coiTect, nor 

rhymes. 
And he's prone to repeat his own lyrics s( 
Hot his best, though, for those are shuck off at 

white-he ata 
When the heart in hie breast hke a trip-hammer 

beats. 
And can ne'er be repeated again any more 
Than they could have been carefully jilotted 

before : 
Like old what's-his-name there at the battle of 

Hastings, 
(WliO, however, gave more than mere rhythmical 

bastings,) 
Our Quaker leads off metaphorical fights 
For reform and whatever uiey call human rights. 
Both singing and striking in front of the war 
And hitling his foes with the mallet of Thor ; 
Anne haec, one exclaims, on beholding his knocks, 
Vesiisjilii iui, O, leather-clad Fox ? 
Can that be thy son, in the battle's mid din. 
Preaching bvouierly love and then driving it in 
To the brain of the tough old Goliah of an. 
With the smoothest of pebbles from Castal3''8 

spring 
Impressed on his hard moral sense with a sling ? 

"All honor and pi'aise to the riglit-hearted bard 
Who was Irue to The Voice when such service 

Who himself was so free he dared sing for the 

When to look but a protest in silence was brave ; 
AH lionoi' and praise to the women and men 
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Who spoke out for tko dumb and the down-trodden 

tlienl 
I need not to name them, already for each 
I see History preparing the sfatue and niehe ; 
They were hEirah, but shall you be ao shocked at 

hard words 
Who have beaten your pruning-hooka up into 

swords, 
Whose rewards and hurraha men are surer to gain 
By the reaping of men and of women than grjun ? 
Why should you stand aghast at their fierte wordy 

war, if ■ 
You Bcalp one another for Bank or for Tariff"? 
Yoiu' cijling them cut-throats and knavta all day 

long 
Don't prove that the use of hard language is wrong ; 
While the World's heart beats quicker to think of 

As signed Tyranny's doom with a bloody steel- 
While on Fourth-of-JuIys beardiesa orators fright 

With hints at Harinodius and Aristogeiton, 

You need not look shy at your sisters and brothers 

Who stab Tvith sharp words for the freedom of 

othcK ; — 
No, a wreath, twine a wreath for the loyal and 

Who, for sate of the many, dared stand with' tlie 

Not of blood-spattered laurel for enemies braved. 
But of broad, peaceful oak-leaves for citizens 



■' Here oomee Dana, abstractedly loitering along, 
Involved in a paulo-post-futnrc of song, ' 
Who'll be going to write what'll never be written 
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Till tho Muse, efo he thinlo of it, gives him th« 

mitten, — ■ 
Who is so well aware of how things should be 

That his own works displease liira before tbcy're 

begun,— 
Who so well all that makes up good poetry knows, 
That the best of ibis poems is written in prose ; 
All saddled and bridled stood Pegasus waiting, 
He was booted and spurred, but he ioitered oebat- 

In a vary grave question his soul was immersed,— 
Which foot in the stirrup he ou^ht to put first ; 
And, while this point and that he judicially dwelt 

He, somehow or other, had written Paul Felton, 
Whose beauties or faults, whichsoever yon see 

You'll allow only genius conld hit upon either. 
That he once was the Idle Man none will deplore, 
But I fear he will never be any thing more ; 
The ocean of song heaves and glitters before him, 
The depth and the vastness and longing sweep o'er 

He knows every breaker and shoal on the charts 

He has the Coast Pilot and so on by heart, 

Yet he spends his whole life, like me man in tho 

In learning to swim on hia library-table. 

" There swf^gers John Neal, who has wasted in 
Maine 
The sinews and chords of his pugilist briun. 

Who might have been poet, but that, in its stead, 
he 
Preferred to believe that he was so already ; 
Too hasty to wait till Art's ripe fruit should drop. 
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It i-equired him to quarrel, and paid him a fee for 
A man who's made less thaji he might have, bo- 
He always has thought himself more than he was, — 
Who, with very good natural gifts as a bai"d, 
Broke the strings of his lyre out by stiiking too 

And cracked half the notes of a truly fine voice, 
IScuause song drew less instant attention than 

All, men do not know how much strength ia in 

That he goes the farthest who goes far enough, 
And that all beyond that is just bother and stuff. 
No v£un man matures, he makes too much new 

His blooms are too thick for the fruit to be good ; 
'Tis the modest man ripens, 'tis he Chat achieves, 
Just what's needed of sunshine and shade he re- 
Grapes, to mellow, require the cool dai-k of their 
Neal wants balance; he throws his mind always 

Whisking out flocks of comets, but never a star ; 
He has so much muscle, and loves so to show it. 
That he strips himself ctiked to prove he's a poet, 
And, to show he could leap Art's wide ditch, if he 

Jumps clean o'er it, and into the budge t'other 

He has strength, but there's notliing about him in 
keeping ; 
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gets sureiier onward by walking thai leap 



In letters, too soon is aa bad as too late, 
Could be only have waited he might h 



" There ia Hawtborne, witli genius so slu'inking 

Tliat you hardly at first see the strengfb that is 

A frame so robust, with a nature so aweet, 
So earnest, so graceful, so solid, so fleet, 
Ib worth a descent from Olympus to meet; 
'Us as if a rough oat that for j^s bad stood, 
With his gnarled bony branches like ribs of Uw 

Should bloom, after cycles of stru^le and scathe, 
With a angle anemone trembly and ratlie ; 
His strength is so tender, bis wildness so meek. 
That a suitable parallel sets one to seek, — 
He's a John Bunyan Fouijui, a Puritan Tieck ; 
When, nature was shaping him, clay was not 

granted 
For making so ftiU-sized a man as she wanted. 
So, to fill out bar model, a little she spared 
From some finer-grsuned stuff for a woman ppo> 

And she could not have hit a more excellent plan 
For making him fully and perfectly man. 
The success of her scheme gave her bo much de- 
light, 
That siie tried it again, shortly after, in Diviglit ; 
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Only, wliile slie was kneading and shaping the 

She sang to lier work in her sweet chilciish way, 
And found, when she'd put the iast touch to hia 

Ihat the music liad somehow got mixed with the 
whole. 

" Here's Cooper, who's written six volumes to 

He's as good as a lord : well, let's grant that he's 

If a person prefer that description of praise. 
Why, a coronet's certainly cheaper than bays ; 
But he need t^e no pains ta convince us he's not 
(As his enemiea say) the Ameriuan Scott. 
Choose any twelve men, and let C. read aloud 
That one of his novels of which he's most proud, 
And Fd lay any bet that, without ever quitling 
Tlieir box, they'd be all, to a man, for acquitting. 
He has drawn you one character, though, that is 

One wildilower he's plucked that is wet with the 

Of this fresh Western world, and, the thing not to 

He has done naught but copy it ill ever since; 
His Indians, with proper respect be it said, 
Ai'B just Natty Bumpo daubed over with red. 
And his very Long Toms are the same useful Nat, 
Kigged up in duck pants and a sou'-wester hat, 
('I^ugh once in a Coffin, a good chance was 

To have slipt the old fellow away underground.) 
All his other men-figures are clothes upon sticks, 
The derniere chemse of a man in a fix, 
(As a captain besieged, when his gaiTison's sniall. 
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All sappy as maples and flat as a prsurie. 
When a character's wanted, he n;oea to tho tasic 
As a eooper would do in composing a cask ; 
He picks out the staves, of their qualities heedful, 
Just hoops them togather as right as is needflil. 
And, if the hest fortune should crown the attempl, 

he 
Has made at the most something wooden ani 



" Don't suppose I would underrate Cooper's abil- 

If I thought you'd do that, I should feel very ill at 

The men who have given to one character life 

And objective existence, are not very rife, 

You majf number diem all, both prose-writers and 

Without overrunning the bounds of your fingers. 
And Natty won't go to oblivion quicker 
Than Adams the parson or Prhnrose tiie vicar. 

" There is one thing in Cooper I like, too, and 

That on manners he lectures his countrymen gratia 
Not precis^ so either, beeanae, for a rarity, 
He is paid for his tickets in unpopularity. 
Now he may overcharge his American pictures. 
But youll grant there's a good deal of truth in his 



And I honor the man who is mlling to sink 
Half liis present repute for the freedom to think. 
And, when he has thought, be his cause strong or 
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Will risk t'other half for the freedom to speak, 
Caring naught for what vengeance the mob has in 

Lilt that moh be the upper ten thousand or lower. 

" There are ti-uths you Americans need to be 
told, 
And it never'U refute them to swf^er and scold; 
John Bull, looking o'er the Atlantic, in choler 
At your aptness for tPade, says you worship the 

dollar ; 
But b) scorn such i-dollar-try's what very few do, 
And John goes to that church as often as you do. 
No matter what John says, don't try to outjjrow 

„. . „ . Q and outgrow him ; 

it fathers, Bull hates to see Number One 
Displacing himself in the mind of his son. 
And detests the sEune faults in himself he'd neg- 
lected 
When he sees them again in his child's glass re- 
flected; 
To love one another you're too like by half. 
If he is a bull,, yoa're a pretty stout calf. 
And tear your own pasture for naught but to show 
What a nice pair of horns you're banning to 
grow. 

" There are one or two things I should just like 

Fov you don't often get the truth told you in print ; 
Tiie most of you (this is what strikes all beholders) 
Have a mental and physical stoop in thftshouklers; 
Though you ought to be free as the winds and the 

You've the g£ut and the manners of runaway 
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Tho' you bmg of ^oiu- New World, you doxi't half 

believe in it, 
And aa muuh of the Old aa is possible weave in it ; 
Tour goddeas of freedom, a tight, buxom girl, 
With Ep8 like a cherry and teeth like a pearl, 
With eyes hold ^ Herd's, and hair floaliiig free, 
And Ml of the sun as the spray of the sea. 
Who can ^ng at a husking or romp at a shearing. 
Who can tnp through Qie forests alone irithout 

fearing, • 

Who can drive home the cows with a song through 

the graas, 
Keeps glancing aside into Europe's cracked glass, 
Hides her red bands in gloves, pinch^ up her lithe 

And makes herself wretched with transmaiine 

She loses her freah country cliarm when she takes 
Any mirror except her own rivers and lakes. 

"You steal Englishmen's books and think Eng- 

iishmen's iSouebt, 
With their salt on her t^l your wild eagle ia 

caught; 
Your literature suits its each whisper and motion 
To what will be thought of it over the ocean ; 
The east clothes of Europe your statesmanship 

And mumbles again the old blarneys and lies ; — 
Forget Europe wholly, your veins throb with blood. 
To which the dull current in hers is but mud ; 
Let her sneer, let her say your experiment feils. 
In her voice there's a iremble e'en now whUe she 

And your shore will soon be in the natare of things 
Covered thick with gilt driftwood of i-unaway kings, 
Wliere alone, as it were in a Longfellow's Waif, 
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Her (ugitive pieces wili find themselves safn. 

O, my friends, thank your God, if you bave one, 

that he 
■Twixtthe Old World and you set the ^Jf of a sea 
Be strong-backed, brown-handed, upright as your 

By the scale of a hemisphere shape jTiur designs, 
Be trae to yourselves and this new nineteenth ags, 
As a statue by Powers, or a picture by P^e, 
Plougb, sail, forge, build, carve, paint, aU things 

To your own New-World instincts contrive to be 

Keep your ears open wide to the Future's first call, 
Re whatever you will, but yourselves first of all, 
Stand fi\>nting the dawn on Toil's heaven-sealing 

And become my new race of more practical 

Greeks. — 
Hem I your likeness at present, I shudder to 

tell o't, 
Is that you have your slaves, and the Greek had 

his helot." , 

Here a gentleman present, who had in his attic 
More pepper than br^s, shrieked — " The man's a 

fanatic, 
I'm a capital tailor with warm tar and feathers, 
And will make him a suit that'll serve in all 

weathers ; 
But we'll ai^e the point first, Tm willing to rea- 
son'!, 
Palaver before condemnation 's but decent, 
So, through my humble person, Humanih' begs 
Of the friends of true freedom a loan of bad eggs" 
But Apollo let one such a loolt of his show forth 
As when ?/ie hvkti somac, and so forth. 
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And the gentleman somehow slunk out of the way, 
But, aa he waa going, gained eouvage to say, — ' 
"At slavery in the abstitict my whole soul i-ebe!s, 
I am as strongly .opposed to't aa any one else." 
"Ay, no doubt, but whenever Tve happened t*J 

With a wrong or a crime, it is always concrete," 
Anawered Phwbua severely; then turning to ni, 
" The mistake of such fellows as just made the 

Is only in taking a great buay nation 

For apart of their pitlfiil cotton -plantation. — 

But there comes Miranda, Zeua ! where shall I 

flee to ? 
She has snch a penchant for bothering me too ! 
She always keeps asking if I don't observe a 
Particnlar likeness 'twixt her and Minerva ; 
She tells me ray efforts in verse are quite clever;— 
She's been travelling now, and mil be worse than 

One would think, though, a sharp-sighted noter 

she'd be 
Of all that's worth mentioning over the aea. 
For a woman must surely see well, if she try, 
The whole of whose being's a capital I : 
She will take an old notion, and make it her own. 
By saying it o'er in her Sibylline tone, 
Or persuade you 'tis somethmg tremendously deep, 
By repeating it so as to put you to sleep ; 
And she wefl may de^ any mortal to see through it, 
When once she has mixed up her infinite m£ through 

There ia one thing she owns in her own single 

right. 
It is native and genuine — namely, her spite : 
Though, when acting as censor, ahe privately blow? 
A censer of vanity 'neatli her own noae." 
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Here Miranda came up, and said, "Phcebusl 
jou know 
That tlie infinite Soul haa its infinite woe, 
As 1 ought to know, liaving lived cheek by jowl 
SiHce tho day I was bowi, witli the Infinite Soul ; 
1 myself introduced, I myself, I alone. 
To my Land's better life autliors solely niy own, 
Who the sad heart of earUi on their shoulders have 

I depth by Life's quiet un- 

for instance, the Bible, and 



And, as for myself; Vm quite ont of conceit," — 

■- Quite out of eoneeiti Tin enchanted to hear 

Cried Apollo aside, " Who'd bave thought she was 

To be sure one is apt to exhaust those commodities 

lie uses too fast, yet in this case as odd it is 

Aa ii' Neptune should say to his turbots and 



' I'm aa much out of salt as Miranda's own writings,' 
(Which, as she in her own happy manner h^ ajud, 
Sound a depth, for 'lis one of the functions of 

lead.) 
She ofl^u haa asked me if I could not find 
A plate somewhere near me that suited her miad ; 
I know but a single one vacant, which she, 
Witli her rare t^Jent that way, would fit to a T. 
And it would not imply any pause or cessation 
in the work she esteems her peculiar vocation, — 
She may enter on duty t»-day, if she chooses, 
And remain' Tiring-woman for life to the Muses." 
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(lEranda meanwliUe Tiaa succeeded in driving 
Up into a comer, in spite of their Btriving, 
A small flock of terrified victims, and tliere, 
"Wiik an I-tum-the-crank-of-tlie-Uiiivei'se air 
And a tone which, at least to my fancy, appears 
Not BO much to be entering as toxin^ your earn, 
la unfolding a tale (of herself, I surmise,) 
For 'tis dotted aa thick as a peacock's irith Ts.) 
Apropos of Miranda, PU rest on m^ oars 
And drift through a trifling digression on bores, 
For, though not wearing ear-rings in more majoitim, 
Our ears are kept bored just as if we slill more 'em. 
There was one feudal custom worfJi keeping, at 

Eoasted bores made a part of each well-ordered 

And of all quiet pleasures the very ne plus 
Was in hunting mild bores as the tame ones hunt us, 
Archaeolddans, I know, who have personal fears 
Of this wise application of hounds and of speai's. 
Have tried to make out, with a zeal more than 

wonted, 
Twas a kind of wild swine that our ancestors 

hunted; 
But I'll neyer believe that the age which has strewn 
Europe o'er witli cathedrals, and otherwise shown 
That it knew what was what, could by chance not 

have known, 
(Spending, too, i(a chief time vrith its buff on, no 

doubt,) 
Which beast 'twould improve the world most to 

thin out. 
I divide bores myself, in the maijner of rifles, 
Lilo two great divisions, regardless of trifles ; — ■ 
There's your smooth-bore and screw-bore, who do 

not much vary 
In the WMght of cdd lead they respectivoly carry. 
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The smooth-bore is one in whose fissence the mind 
Not a cioraer nor ersumy to cling by can find ; 
You feel as in nigbtmarra sometimes, when you 

Do vn a steep slated root vhe e there's nothing to 

grip 
"l ou {jit ie aad you slide tl c Hank horror iii- 

1 uu had ratiier by far be at ones smaahed to 

\ fan y a vh rlpoul below white and frothing, 
And finally drop oft and light upon — nothing. 
The screw-bore has twists in hiin, faint predilec- 

For going just Wrong in iJie tritest directions ; 
When he's wrong he is flat, when he's right he 

He'll tell you what Snooks said abont the new 

Or how Fogriim was outraged by Tennyson's Prin- 

He has sjient all his spare time and intellect since 

Birth in perusing, on each art and science. 

Just the hooks in which no one puts any reliance. 

And though nemo, we're told, hiria omnibus saptt, 

The rule will not fit him, however you shape it, 

Ij'or he has a perennial foison of sappiness ; 

He has just enough force to spoil half your day's 

And to make him a sort of mosquito to be with. 
But jiist not enough to dispute or agree with. 

These sketches I made (not to be too explicit) 
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My refleetiona on Halleck short off by the middle ; 
I ^all not now go into the subject more deeply. 
For I notice that some of my readers look sleeji'ly, 
I will barely remark that, 'mongat civilized nations, 
There's none that displays more exemplary pa- 

Under all sorts of boring, at all sorts of hours, 
From all sorts of d^perate persons, than ours. 
Sfot to speak of our papers, our State legislatures, 
And other such trials for sensitiTe natures, 
Juat look for a moment at Congress, — appalled, 
My fancy shrinks back from the phantom i6 tailed ; 
Why, there's scarcely a raemoer unworthy to 

'Neath what Fourier nicknames the Boreal crown; 

Only think what that infinite bore-pow'r could do 

If apphed irith a utilitarian view ; 

Suppose, for example, we shipped it with care 

To Sahara's great desert and let it bore there. 

If tbey held one short session and did nothing 

They'd fill the whole waste with Artesian wells. 
But 'tte time now with pen phonographic to follow 
Through some more of his sketthcs our laughing 
Apollo:— 

" There comes Harry Franco, and, as he drawa 

You find that's a smile which you took for a sneer j 
One half of him contradicts t'other, his wont 
Is to say very sharp things and do very blunt; 
His manner's as hard as his feelings are tender, 
And a sortie he'll make when he moans to sup- 



„. Cuutjie 



He's ii! jofco half tlie time when he s 
When he seems to be joking, be sure h 



Builds his dislikes of cards and his friendships of 

Lovse a prejudice better than aught but a joke, 
Is half upright Quaker, half downright Come- 

Loves Freedom too well to go stark mad about her, 

Quite artless hiroself is a lover of Art, 

Shuts you out of his secrets and into his heart, 

And though not a poet, yet all must adtaire 

In Lis letters of Pinto hb skill on the liar. 

" There comes Poe, with his raveu, like Barnaby 

Rudge, 
TUree-fifths of him genius and two-fifths sheer 

tud,,, 
Who talks like a book of iambs and pentameters, 
lu a way to make people of common-sense damn 

Wlio has written some things quite the best of their 

kind, 
But the heart somehow seems all squeezed out by 

the mind, 
^"ho— but hey-day ! What's this? Messieurs Math- 
ews and Poe, 
You mustn't iling mud-balls at Longfellow so. 
Does it make a man worse that his character's such 
As to make his friends love him (as you think) too 

Why, there is not a bard at this moment alive 
Moi'e willing than he tliat his fellows should tlirive; 
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While you are abusing him thus, even now 

He would help either one of you out of a slough ; 

You may Bay that he's smooth and all that till 

you'i-e hoarse, 
But remember that elegance also is force ; 
After polishing granite aa much as you will, 
The heart keeps its tough old persistenuy still ; 
Deduct all you can that still keens you at bay, — 
Why, he'll live till men weary of Collins and Giay 
I'm not over-fond of Greek metres in English, 
To me rhyme 's a gtun, so it be not too jinglish, 
And your modern hexanieter verses are no more 
Like Greek ones than sleet Mr. Pope is hke 

As the roar of the sea to the coo of a pigeon is. 
So, compared to your moderns, sounds old Mele- 

sigenes ; 
1 may be two partial, the reason, i)erhaps, o't is 
That I've heard the old blind man recite his own 

rhapsodies. 
And my ear with that muMC impregnate may be, 
Like the poor exiled shell with the soul of Uie sea, 
Or as one can't bear Strauss when his nature is 

cloven 
To its deeps within deeps by the stroke of Bee- 
thoven ; 
But, set that aside, and 'tis truth that I speak. 
Had Theocritus written in English, not Greek, 
I believe that his exquidte sense would scarce 

change a liue 
In that rare, tender, virgin-like pastoral Evange- 

That's not ancient nor modem, its place is apai't 
Where time has no sway, in the realm of pure Art, 
"Us a shrine of retreat from Earth's hubbub and 

As quiet and chaste as the author's own life. 
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■' There cornea Piiilotboa, her face fill a-gloiv, 
She has just been dividing some poor creature's 

And can't tell which pleases her moat, to reliere 
His want, or lus atory to hear and believe ; 
No doubt agiunst many deep grieft she prevails, 
For her ear ia the refuge of destitute tales ; 
She knows well that silence is sorrow's best food, 
And that talking draws off from the heart its black 

So shell listen with patience and let you unfold 
Your bundle of rags as 'twere pure cloth of gold. 
Which, indeed, it all turns to aa soon as she's 

touched it. 
And, (to borrow a phrase from the nursery,) 

muched it, 
She has such a mudcal taste, she will go 
Any distance to hear one who draws a long bow ; 
She will swallow a wonder by mere might and 

And thinks it geometry's feult if she's fain 

To consider things fla^ inasmuch as they're plain ; 

Facta with her are accomplished, as Frencbmen 

would aay, 
They will prove all she wishes them to — either 

And, as fact lies on this ade or that, we must try, 
Ji' we're seeking the truth, to find where it don't 

tie; 
1 was telling her once of a marvellous aloe 
Tha,t for thousands of years had looked spindhng 

and sallow. 
And, though nursed by the fruitfullest powers of 

Had never vouchsafed e'en so much as a bud, 
Tdl its owvier remarked, (as a sador, you know, 
Ofleii *U1 in a ca,lm,) that it never would blow, 
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74 A TABLE FOR CKlTIOa. 

For he wished to exhibit the plant, and designed 
That its hloiviijg should help him in raising tJie 

At last it was told hun that if he should water 
Its roots with the blood of his unmarried daughter, 
(Who was born, aa her mother, a Calvinist said, 
With a Baxter's effectual eaul on her head,) 
It would blow as the obstinate breeze did wLen 

Lilte decree of her father died Iphigenia ; 

At firet he declared he himself would be blowed 

e with such a foul crime ho would 



But the thought, coming oft, grew less dark than 

before. 
And he mused, as each creditor fcnoctcd at hia 

door. 
If this were bat done they would dun me no move ; 
I told Philothea his struggles and doubts, 
And how he considered the ins and the outs 
Of the visions he had, and the dreadful dys- 

pepsj, 
How he went to the seer (hat lives at Po'keepsie, 
How the seer advised him to sleep on it first 
And to i-ead his big volume in case of the worst. 
And farther advised he should pay him Ave dol- 

For writing ^um, ^um, on his wiistbands and 

collars i 
Three years and ten days these dark words he 'lad 

studied 
When the daughter was missed, and the aloe had 

b Id d 
I d h w h w tched it grow large and more 

An w d h w m.uch for the show he should 
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She had. listened with utter indifference to tins, 

till 
I told how it bloomed, and diachar^ng ita pistil 
With an aim the Eumeuides dictated, shot 
The botanical filicide dead on the spot ; 
It had bloiTn, but he reaped not his horrible gains, 
For it blew with aucb force as to blow out his 

brains, 
And the crime was blown also, because on the 

Which was paper, was writ ' Visitation of God,' 
As well as a thrilUng account of the deed 
Which the coroner kindly allowed me to read. 

" Well, my friend took this story up just, to be 

As one might a poor foundling thaf a laid at one's 

She combed it and washed it and clothed it and 

And as if 'twere her own child most tenderly bred 

Laid the scene (of the legend, I mean,) far away sr 
-mong the green valeB underneath Himalaya. 
And hy artist-like touches, laid on here and there. 
Made the whole thing so touching, I frankly de- 

I have read it all thrice, and, perhaps I am weak, 
But I found every time there were tears on my 
cheek. 

" The pole, science tells us, the magnet controls, 
But she IS a magnet to emigrant Poles, 
And folka with a mission t£it nobody knows. 
Throng thickly about^her as bees round a rose ; 
She can fill up the carels in such, make their scope 
Converge to some focus of rational hope. 
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And, with sjmpatliies fresh as tie m 


oraing, Ibei. 
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Not only for those she has aolace, oh, say, 
Vice's despefate nursling adrift in Broadway, 
Who cliogest, with all that is left of thee human, 
To the last slender spar fi'om the wreck of tho 

Hast thou not found one shore where those tired 

drooping feet 
Could reach firm mother-earll, one full heart oa 

whose beat 
The soothed head in silence reposing could hear 
The chimes of far childhood throb back on the 

ear? 
Ah, there's many abeam from the fountain of day 
That to reach us unclouded, must pass, on ils way, 
Through the soul of a woman, and hers is wide 

To the influence of Heaven as the blue eyes of 

Hope ; 
Yes, a great soul is hers, one that dares to go in 
To the prison, the slave-hut, the alleys of sin, 
And to Bring into each, or to find there some line 
Of the never completely oafr-trampled divine ; 
Jfhai heart at high floods swamps her hrain now 

and then, 
Tia but richer for diat when the tide ebbs agen, 
As, after old Nile has subsided, his plain 
Overflows with a second broad deluge of gr^n; 
What a wealth wouhl it bring to the narrow and 

Could they he as a Child hut for one little hour I 

" What 1 Irving ? thrice welcome, wai-m heart 
and line bi-aJn, 
You bring back the happiest spirit from Spain, 
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And the grayest sweet humor, that ever were there 
Since Cervantes met death in his eentle despair; 
Nay, don't be embarrassed, nor look bo beseech- 

iag,— 
I shan't ran directly against my own preaching. 
And, having just laughed at their Raphaels and 

Dantes, 
Go to setting you up beside matchless Cervantes ; 
Eiit allow me to speak what I honestJy feel, — 
To a true poet-heart add the fliu of Kck Steele, 
Throw in all of Addison, minus the chill, ■, 
With the whole of (bat partnership's stock and 

good will. 
Mis well, and while sdrring, hum o'er, as a spell. 
The fine old English Gentleman, simmer it well. 
Sweeten just to your oivn private liking, then 

That only the finest and clearest remain. 
Let it stand out of doora till a soul it receives 
Fiom the warm laey sun loitering down through 

green leaves. 
And you'll find a choice nature, not wholly de- 

A name either English or Yankee, — just Irving. 

" There goes, — but slel nomink uvAra, — his 

You'll be glad enough, some day or other, to claim. 
And will all crowd about him and swear that you 

knew him 
ir some English hack-critic should chance to re- 

The oiAporcos ante ne projiciatis 
Mahoaritas, for him you have verified gratis ; 
Wlvat matters his name ? Why, it may be Syl- 
vester, 
Judd, Junior, or Junius, Ulysses, or'Nestor, 
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For aught 1 fcnow or care ; 'tis enougli that I look 
On the author of ' Margiret,' the first Yankee book 
With the soul of Down East in't, and flings farther 

East, 
As far as the threshold of morning, at least, 
Where awiuEs the fair dawn of the simple and true, 
Of the day that cornea slowly to mate all things 

'T has a smack of pine woods, of bare field and 

bleak hill 
Such as only the breed of the Mayflower could till ; 
The Puritan's shovm ia it, tough to the core, 
Such as prayed, smiting Agag on red Maraton 

With an anwilling humor, half-choked by the drouth 
In brown hollows about the inhospitable mouth ; 
With a soul full of poetry, though it has qualms 
About finding a happiness out of the Psalms ; 
Full of Wndemese, too, though it shrinks in the 

Hamadryad-like, under (he coarse, shaggy bark ; 
That sees visions, knows wrestlings of God with 

the Will, 
And has its own Sinais and thunderings still." 

Here, — " For^ve me, Apollo," I cried, " while I 

My heart out to my birthplace : O, loved more 

Dear Baystate, from whoso rocky bosom thy sons 
Should suck milk, strong-will-^ving, brave, euch as 

In the veins of old Graylock, — who is it that dares 
Call thee peddler, a soul wrapt in bank-books and 

shares ? 
It is false I She's a Poet I I see, as I write. 
Along the far railroad the steam-snake glide white, 
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The catai-act-ihrob of her mill-hearts 1 hear, 
Thu swifl strokes of trip-hammers weary my ear, 
Sledges ring upon aiivila, tliroiigh logs the saw 

Blocks swing to their place, beetles drive home 

the beams : — 
II is soi^s such as these that she croons to the din 
Of her iast-Bying ahuUles, year out and yeai- in, 
While from earSi'a farthest corner there comes not 



For panting and sculpture and music and rhyme ? 
These will come in due order, the need that pressed 

sorest 
Was to vanquish the seasons, the ocean, the forest. 
To hridle and harness the rivers, the steam, 
Making tliat whirl her mill-wheels, this tug in her 

team, 
To vassalize old tyrant Winter, and make 
Him delve surlily for her on river and late ;— 
When this New World was parted, she strove not 

to shirk 
Her lot in the heirdom, the tough, silent Work, 
The hero-share ever, fi'om Herakles down 
To Odin, the Eaiih's iron sceptre and crown ; 
Yes, thou, dear, noble Mother ! if ever men's praise 
Could be clidmed for creating horoioal lays, 
Thou hast won it ; if ever the laurel iSivine 
Crawned the Maker and Builder, that glory is 

Thy songs are right epic, they tell how this rude 
Bouk-rib of our earth here was lamed and sub- 

Iliou hast written them pltun on the face of the 
planet 
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Thou hast printed them deep for all liiae ; they 

From the same runic type-fount and alpliabet 
With t^ stout Berkshire hills and the arms of thy 

Bay,— 
They are staves from the burly old Mayflower lay 
If tlie drones of the Old World, in querulous ease, 
Ask thy Art and thy Lettew, point proudly to 

Or, if they deny these are Letters and Art, 
Toil on with the same old invincible heart ; 
Thou art rearing the pedestal broad-based and 

grand 
Whereon the fair shapes of the Artist shall stand, 
And treating, through labors undaunted and long. 
The theme for all Sculpture and Painting and 

" But my good mother Baystate wants no praise 

of mine, 
S!ie learned from Tier mother a precept divine 
About something that butters no parsnips, ber/orte 
In another direction lies, work is her sport, 
(Though she'll curiaey and set her cap straight, 

that she will. 
If you talk about Plymouth and one Bunker's 

hill.) 
Dear, notable goodwife I by this time of night. 
Her hearth is swept clean, and her fire burning 

bright, 
And she sita in a chair (of home plan and make) 

rocking, 
Musing much, all the while, as she doi'ns on a 

stocking, 
Whether turkeys ivill come pretty high next 

Thanksgiving, 
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Whether flour '11 be so dear, for, as sure as she'a 

living, 
Sha will use rye-and-injun then, whether the pig 
By tbis time ain't got pretty tolerable big. 
And whether to sell it outnght will be best, 
Or to srooke hams and shoulders and salt down the 

rest,— 
At this minute, ahe'd swop all my verses, ah. 

For the laat patent stove that is saving of fuel ; 
So I'll just let Apollo go on, for his phiz 
Shows I've kept him awaiting too long as it is." 

"If our friend, there, who seems a reporter, is 

With liis burst of emotion, why, / will go on," 
Sii,id Apollo ; some smiled, and, indeed, I must own 
There was something sarcastic, perhaps, in his 



" There's Holmos, who is matchless among you 

A Leyden-jar always full-charged, from which flit 
The eleotneal tingles of hit after hit; 
In long poems 'tis panftil sometimes and invites 
A thought of the way the new Telegi"aph writes. 
Which pricks down its little sharp sentences spite- 
fully 
As if you got more than you'd title to rightfully. 
And you find yourself hoping its wild father Light- 
Would ilame in for a second and give you a 

fiight'ning. 
He bas perfect sway of what I call a shans metre. 
But many admire it, the English pentameter. 
And Cwnpbell, I think, wrote most commonly 
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WithU 



Nor e'er achieved ai^ht ir 
As tiie tribute of 1 



You went crazy last year over Bulwer's New 
Why, if B., to the day of his dying, should rhyme 



He could ne'er reach the best point and vigor of 

Holmes. 
His are just the fine hands, too, to weave you a 

Full of fancy, fiin, feeling, or spiced with satyric 
In a measure so kindly, you doubt if the toes 
That ai'e trodden upon are your own or your 

" There is Lowell, who's efriving Parnassus to 

With a whole hale of wins tied together with 

rhyme. 
He might get on alone, spile ot brambles and 

But he can't witli that bundle he has on hia 

shoulders, 
The top of the hill he will ne'er come nigh reach- 
Till he learns the distinction 'twixt aingisg and 

preaching ; 
H^ lyre has some chords that would ring pretty 

But he'd rather by half make a drum of the shell, 

And rattle away till he's old as Methusalem, 

At the head of a march to the last new Jeruaa- 
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■' Tbure goes Hallecic, whose Fannj's a jiscudo 
Don Juan, 
With the wickedoeas out that gave salt to tlie true 

He's a wit, thougi, I liear, of the veiy fii'at oi'dei'. 
And once made a pun on the woixls soft Eecoi'der; 
More than tiiis, he's a very great poet, I'm told, 
And lias had his works published in crimson and 
gold, 

1 obscured Holy 
Writ,* 

Whioh ate smd to illustrate, because, as J view it, 
Like Ivcus a non, they precisely don't do it ; 
Let a man who can write what himself under- 

Keep clear, if he can, of designing men's hands, 
Who buiy the sense, if there's any worth having. 
And then vaiy honestJy call it engraving. 
But, to quit badinage, which there isn't muth wit 

Halleck's better, I doubt not, than all he has wrlt- 

In his verse a clear glimpse yon will frequently 

find, 
If not of a great, of a fortunate mind. 
Which contrives to be true to its natural loves 
In a world of back-offices, ledgers, and stoves. 
When his heart breaks away from the brokers and 

banks, 
And kneels in its own private shrine to give 

thanks, 
Tiiere's a genial manliness in him that eai-ns 
Our sincerest respect, (read, for instance, his 

" Burns,") 
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And wn can't but regret (seek excuse where we 

That so much of a man has been peddled avray. 

" But what's that ? a mass-meeliiig? No, there 

The Amerioaji Disraelis, Bulwers, and Scotts, 
And in short tie American e very thino;-el sea, 
Each chaining the otheiis with envies and jeal- 

By the way, 'tis a fact that displays what profu- 

Of all kinds of greatness bless free institutions, 
That while the Old World has produced barely 

eight 
Of such poets as all men agree to call great, 
And of other great characters hardly a score, 
(One might safely say less than that rather than 

■Willi you every year a whdle crop is begotten. 
They're as much of a staple as com is, or cotton ; 
Why, there's scarcely s, huddle of Ic^-huls and 

shanties 
That has oot bi-ougbt forth iWown Miltons and 

Danles; 
I myself know ten Byrons, one Coleridge, three 

Shelleys, 
Two Raphaels, six "Ktians, (I think) one Apelles, 
Leonardos and Rubenses plenty as lichens, 
One (but that one is plenty) American Dickens, 
A whole flock of Lambs, any number of Tenny- 

In short, if a man has the luet to have any sons, 
He may feel pretty certain that' one out of twain 
Will be some very great person over again, 
n-i :„ : i :„ ^n this which 
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In the fact that by contra&t we eatimafe size * 
And, whfire there aie none except Titans i^real 

stature 
la only a simple proceeding of mturu 
What puff the strained sails of j ou pis si ill 

The calmest degree thit you know 11 superUtive 
At Eome, all whjm Charon took into hi« wheiry 

must, 
As a matter of course, be well issimusad and 

errimuseA, 
A Greek, too, could feel, wlule in that famous boat 

he tost, 
That his friends would take care he was un-oiei 

and umrored, 
And formerly we, as through graveyards we past. 
Thought the world went from bad to worse fear- 

ftiUyfast; 
Let us glance for a moment, 'tis well worth the 

pains. 
And note what ai 
There Ho levellers I 

selves, 

There are booksgUers finally laid on their shelves. 
Horizontally there lie upright politicians, 
Dose-a-dose with their patients sleep fa^ltleas 

phyacians. 
There are slave-drivers quietly whipt under- 
ground. 
There Dookhinders, done up in boards, are fast 

bound, 
There card-playprs wait IJU the last trump be 

played, 

* Thai <3 la most oases ire da, hat noi all. 
Past s doubt, there ate mea ™ho are mnntely smaU, 
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There ad the choice spirits get finally Itud, 

There the babe thafs unborn is supplied with a 

There men without legs get their six feet of earth, 
There lawyers repose, each wrapt up in his case, 
There seekers of office are sure of a place, 
There defendant and plaintHFget equally cast, 
There shoemakers quietly stick to the l^t, 
liere brokers at length become silent as stocks, 
There stage-drivers sleep without quitting theii 

And so for^ and so forth and so forth and so on, 
Wilii this kind of stuff one might endlessly go on ; 
To come to the point, I may safely assert you 
Will find in each yard every cardinal virtue ;* 
Each has six truest patriots; four discoverers of 

Who never had thought on't nor mentioned it 

either ; 
Ten poets, the greatest who ever wrote rhyme ; 
Two nundred and forty first men of their time : 
One person whose portrait just gave the least hint 
Its onginal had a most horrible squint: 
One critic, most (what do they call it?) reflective. 
Who never had used the phrase ob- or subjective i 
Forty fatJiers of Freedom, of whom twenty bred 
Tiieir sons for the rice-swamps, at so much a bead, 
And their daughters for — faugh I thirty mothers of 

Gracchi ; 
Non-resistants who gave many a spiritual black- 
Eight true friends of their kind, one of whom wa( 
Four captains almost as astounding as Taylor: 
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Two dozen of Italy's exiles who alioot us his 
Kaisership daily, stem pen-and-ink Brutuses, 
Wlio, in Yankee back-parlors, with crucified smile,* 
Mount serenely their coantiy's funereal pile : 
Ninety-nine Insh heroes, ferocious rebelLera 
, 'Gainst the Saxon in cis-marine garrets and cellars, 
Who shake their dread fists o'er the sea and all 

As long as a copper drops into the hat : 
Nine hundred Teutonic republicans stark 
Prom Vaterland's battles just won — in the Park, 
Who the happy profession of martyrdom take 
Whenever it gives them a chance at a steak : 
S[\tj-two second Washingtons: two or three Jaok- 

And so many everythings else that it racks one's 
Poor niemoi'y too much to continue the list, 
Specially now they no longer exist ; — 
I would merely observe that you've taken to giv- 
ing 
The puffs that belong to the dead to the living, 
And that somehow your trump-of-contemporary- 

Is tuned after old dedicalaons and tombstones." — 

Here the critic came in and a thistle pre- 
sented t~ 
Prom a frown to a smile the god'a features relented, 
As he stared at his envoy, who, swelling with pride, 
To the god's asking look, nothing daunted, replied, 
" You're surprised, I sup^e, I was absent so long. 
But your godship respecting the lilies was wrong ; 
I hunted the garden from one end to t'other, 
-\nd got no reward but vexation and bother, 
> Not forgcttiug thqii- toa and tlM^r toast, tUDugh, the while. 
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Till, tossed out with weeds in a corner to wither, 
This one lily I found and made haste to bring 
hither." 

" Did he think I had given him a book to re- 

I ought to have known what the fellow would do," 
Muttered Phcebus aside, " for a thisde will pass 
Beyond doubt for the queen, of all flowers witi aa 

He bas chosen in just the same way as he'd chocse 
His specimens out of the books he reviews ; 
And now, as this offers an excellent l«xt, 
111 give 'em some brief hints on criticism nest." 
So, musing a moment, he turned to the crowd. 
And, clearing his toice, spoke as follows aloud, — 

" My friends, in the happier dai^ of the tnuse, 
We were luckily free from such things as reviews; 
Then naught came between with its fc^ to make 

clearer 
The heart of the poet to that of his hearer ; 
Then the poet brought heaven to the people, and 

Felt that they, too, were poets in hearing his lay ; 
Then the poet was prophet, the past in his soul 
Pre-created the future, both parts of one whole ; 
Then for him there was nothing too great or too 

For one natural deity sanctified all ; 

Then the bard owned no clipper and meter of 

moods 
Save the spirit of silence that hovers and broods 
O'er the seas and the mountains, the rivers and 

woods; 
He asked not earth's verdict, forgetting the clods, 
His soul soared and sang la an audience of gods ; 
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'Tivas for them that he measured tha thought and 

the line, 
And shaped for their vision the perfect design. 
With 09 glorious a foresight, a balance as true, 
As swimff out tb» 'worlds in the infinite blue ; 
Then a glor)' and greatness invested man's heart, 
The universal, which now stands estranged and 

In the free individual moulded, was Art; 

Tiicn the forms of the Artist seemed tJirllled with 



And her whole upward soul in her 



Eui'vdiee stood — hie a beacon unfired 

Which, once touch d with flame wdl le ip ht xv a 

ward inspiied— 
And waited with answering kindle to maik 
The first gleam of Urpheus that pained the red 

Dark. 
Then painting, song, sculpture, did more than re- 

The need that men feel to create and believe. 
And as, in all beauty, who listens with love, 
Heai-3 these words oft repeated — 'beyond and 



e ladders the Artist erected to climb 
larrow horizon of space and of time, 
ee there the footsteps by which men h 
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Aa shepherds could eret sometimes ti-ace in the 

The last apurning print of a sky-cleaving god. 

"But now, on the poet's dis-privaeied moods 
With do this and do that the pert critic intrudes ; 
While he thinks he's been barely fulfilling liis duty 
To interpret 'twixt men and their own sense of 

beauty, 
And has striven, while others sought honor or pelf, 
To make his kind happy ^ he was himself, 
He finds he's been guilty of horrid offences 
In all kinds of moods, numbers, genders, and 

tenses; 
He's been ah and suijective, what Kettle calls Pot, 
Precisely, at all events, what he ought not, 
You Aane done this, says one judge ; done that, says 

another; 
You should have done this, grumbles one ; that, says 

Never mind what he touches, one stirieks out 

Toboo I 
And while he is wondering what he shall do, 
Since each suggests opposite topics for song, 
They all shout together you're right ! and you're 

" Nature fits all her children jrith something to 
do, 
He who would write and can't write, can surely 

Can set up a small booth as critic and sell us liia 
Petly conceit and his petder jealousies ; 
Thus a lawyer's apprentice, just out of his teens. 
Will do for the Jeffrey of six magazines ; 
Having read Johnson's lives oi the poet's iialf 
through, 
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He goes throiigB a book and jiist picks out tho ttis- 

It matters not whetber be blame or commenil, 
If lie's bad ss a foe, he's far worse as a friend ; 
Let an author bnt write what's above his poor 

f<^ope, 
And he'll go to work graYely and twist up a rope, 
And, invitina the world to see punislimetit done, 
Hang himseff up to bleach in the wind and the 

'Tis delightful to see, when a man comes along 
Who has any thing in him peculiar and strong, 
Every cockboat that swims clear its fierce (pop) 

gundeck at him 
And make as he passes ite ludicrous Peck at 

Here Miranda came up and began, " As to 
that," — 
Apollo at once seized his gloves, cane, and hat, 
And, seeing the place getting rapidly cleared, 
I, too, snatched my notes ana forthwith disap- 
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THE BIGLOW PAPERS. 
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NOTICES OF AN INDEPENDENT PRESS. 



[I iiiVE obsecyed, readsr, [bene- ov la ale-volant, as it 
may hsppen,) that it is customary to appond to tlieBecoud 
editions of books, and to tlie second works of ftuthors, 
short BBntenoes commendatory of tlie flcst, under the 
title of Nolicei of the Press, These, I have been given to 
understand, ara procurable at oei'taiti estabUslied i-atea, 
piLyment being made either in money or Advertising; pat- 
ronage by the publisher, or by an adequate outlay of ser- 
vility on the part of the anthoi'. Considering these tilings 
with myself, and also that such, notices are neither in- 
tended, nor generally believed, io convey any teal opuiions, 
being a pai'ely oeremonial acoompaaimenl of literature, 
and i-esambling eertiiioates to the virtues of variona mor- 
biferal panaceas, I conceived Oiat it wonld be not only 
mure aoonomical to prepare a sufficient number of anoh 
myself, but also more immediately subservient to the end 
in view to prefix: them to this our primary edition rather 
than await the contingency of a second, when they would 
seem to be of small utility. To delay attaching the bobi 
until the second attempt at flying the kite, would indicate 
but a slender osperienoe in that useful ait. Neither has 
it escaped my notice, nor failed to afibrd me matter 
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of reflection, that, when a cireus or a oaj'Bvan is about to 
sisit Jaalam, the initial step is to send forward larga and 
highly ornamentBd bills of pBrformaQoe to be hnng in the 
bac-room and the post-office. These havuiB been suffl- 
Biently gazed at, and beginning to lose thair uttrajitiveneas 
except for the fliea, and, tmly, the hoys also, (inVhom I 
find it impossible to repress, even during sehool-hours, 
certain oral and telegraphie oommnnioiitions oonoerning 
the Bxpacted show,) upon some fine morning the band 
enters in a gayly-paintod wi^n, or triumphal ehajiot, and 
with noisy advertisement, by means of brass, vfood, and 
shaapskin, malces the olccult of ourstartled village-streets. 
Then, as the exciting sounds draw nearer and nearer, do I 
desiderate those eyes of Aristardras, " whose looks were as 
a breeching to a boy." Then do Ipereeive, with Tain re- 
gret of wasted opportnnities, tha advautaj^ of a pancratjc 
or panteohnic edncation, sinca he is most reverenced by 
my little snbjecta who can throw the cleanest summerset 
or walk most securely upon the revolvhig cask. Tbe 
story of the Pied Piper beoomes tm the first tima credible 
to me, (albeit confirmed by the Hameliners dating their 
legal instruments from the period of his eslt,) as Ibehold 
how those strains, without pretence of magical potency, 
bawitoh the pupillary lags, nor leave to the pedagogic an 
entire aelf-oontroL For these reasons, lest iny kingly 
prerogatiTe should suffer diminution, I prorogue my rest- 
less oommouB, whom I also follow into the streot, cliiafly 
lest some mischief may ohimoe hefall them. After the 
manner of such a band, I send forwai'd the following 
notices of domestic manufacture, to make brazen procla- 
maKon, not unconscious of the advantage which will 
accrue, if our litfle oraft, cgmMila eaiiS), shaQ seem to 
leave port with a clipping breeze, and to carry, in nauti- 
cal phrase, a bone in her mouth. Nevertheless, I have 
thosen, as being more equitable, to prepsire some alsoaiif- 
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fioieiiHy objurgatory, that raaders of every taste may 
lind a d[ali Ik) their pslat^. 1 hare modelled them upon 
actually exifitiug apflcimana, pi^aervad in my own cabi- 
net of natural carioaities. One, in particnlar, I bad 
copied with tolertJile esaetness from a notioe of one of 
my own diaoonrses, which, from its superior tone and ap- 
pearaaoe of vast exparience, I concluded to have been 
written by a, man at leaat three huudred years of age, 
thougli I teooUeoted no existing inatauoa of stioh antedi- 
luvian longevity. NevBrtheless, I afterwaniB diaoovered 
tho author io be a young geotleraau preparing for the 
ministry under tlie direction of ona of my broltoeii in a 
neighbouring town, and whom I had once histlnotively 
corrected in a Latin quantity. But thia I have been 
forced to omit, from its Ico great isngth.— H. W.] 



ireiy aborlg^na}, inCilgeiioud, oativA, andAmvi 
e r^DlOB to moet with an author oationcd euouf 

Qjumflj and ortht^TLpliy. .... .Where all la so 
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tot. Tbe work ie nreteheJly got np. . 
fenosr ttaTiTXUch.BrifijA£oZ<J wagpockeCi 
conn&j and hec pareab patrlola. 



rtf Oltfcgmmva 



. - , . JQ rerkdlng tliia olegaudy exocuted \ 
i tiia.t a pasB&go or two mi^bt have been 

higher' polish, . - . . .On tho whole, we 
Qffi^tefiil tD^k orcHUclam to tho i«ader. ^ 
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Lo, we consldei' this 





wiaUyfamUy joamal). 

isid, jet lieen as tbeseyioitarof Salodln. ATOiitilUll 

- . .We know not ^vtiother to uimire moat the genial, fre 
disoursiie concinnitr of the fiuthor, or hia plnjful ton 
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BDd tfubjective -We mig]]t Indulge in some eril 

Qauymede) to the "highest heaven of inToutiou-^ 
love a book ao purely objecUvfl- .... Jdaoy of bis 
Datural eMnery have aa o^t^ordinary enfajeotiTa cl 

f delit; Jn fine, ire Doosider this as one of the 

orttoary Tolnmea of Itifl or any ^0. We Isnon of 

Mok and the otliet on (be Rio Qrnnde, and holdlog i 
Gpatigled banner amid the nreek of matter and U 
worlds^ may pdot Mth bewildering scorn of the pan 



Ali^ody we should be Jo- 
in the bright galaij of our 



ward In (bis public manner, hs mnsl eipeob the hish he so richly 
merits. .... -CoDt«mpUble Hlandera. .... .Tlieab BiUiugagate. 

..... JJus raked all the gutters of our language. .... JItie 

most pui'e, upright, and cou^Btout poUtu^ana not eafo troai bis 



I,. Google 



for thoBe who wHk pen (tWim ^Tig of goose io 

^m-tost (nJgL shlpwracbed) sou], thiiDdei>6car] 
I, but ever lillrLibing hopefally toward the peao 



worm-olaBplog, that ia in him. BmTelj ho BiapplBS with the 
life-problem as it preseuta it^lf to hSm, unuombqil, ahoggy, carg- 
[033 of the " nloer propiie^GS," inaipert of " elegant flfcClon,'' 

the gnLTClIy flTfle-hiJIs, or ilowa on the eplflaby, Indinmblier-Iite 

puses and Electms and Alcesdaes, then in Gol'a name Birdolra- 

Yankees of his. He shall p^nt the Seen, since Che Unseen nill 
netaii lo him. Yet in him also are Mbelungon-lajs, andlliada, 
and Uljaaea-nanderlngs, and Urine Comedies,— if oulj once he 
(Miuldcomeataiem! Tber^nlfesmuoh, nsjall; ferwhattrnly 
is thia whlohwe name M, hnt that which we do iwl possess? 

Gtlmpaag also are t^ren ns of an old hither biktel, lot 

ftithont paternal pride, aa is the wont of Buoh. A brown, p^oh- 
mcni-hideii old man of Che geoponic or bucoUo speeiea, gr^-eyed, 
WB tSincj, queittd perhapfl, with mnch weathern^unnii^and plen- 
tiful September-gale memorlesi bidding i^r in good Ume to be< 
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To blm, tbere, " PsBtot of the Ursb Ohntdl In Jaaliun," onr 
Hoara presents tdinself as e. quite lueipllcBble Sphlux-riddle. A 
riob. pov^t; of lAtiii anfl Greek, — BO tar is clear enongl), «wa 
to ejes peering myopio trough horn-fanaed editorial speoto- 
c!e9i — but nnught foutlier? O pnrbiiiid, weii-me^nlng, ultogetlier 
fuecousMokslgeaes-lfilbui, (Uerenrelbln^ in tilm incommu- 
nicable by atrok« of bireh ! Lid it ever enter that old be^ril- 
deced betid of tblue that tbere was tke Possibility of the Ittfinile 

Lns cot sDmucherenaBa drauu of winga erar eome? "Tal- 
flnCedjouDgpadsbloneT"? Anioi^ Cbe Arts wboreef thoa ofE 
Mi^isteTy does ^at of seeing happen to be one? Unbappy Af 
tiian Magister! :'omebaw a Nemean Hon« fulYoiis, torrld-ejed, 
dry-uursea In broad-howling BBud-wllderneeseB of a snffldentlj' 
rare Bpiril-Lib;a (it may be supposed) lias got whelpeA OEOoug 
the Biieep. Ab'eady be stan^ wild-glaxlng, with fqet clut'^bir^ 
the ground aa with oj^-rooEs, gatberiug for a RemuB-apnug ovee 

with thxt fljbilc crook of thine! In good time, tliau pajsful 

lery-GlecUon earmoua, Bagtit-HB,nde of Eellowsbip, and Resnlle 
of OouucilSf gatiiered to thy aplriCual foth era with much lAtla 
of the EpitaphiaJaort; tbou, too, Shalt hafe th; rewfbrd; bat 
on him the Euiaenides have looked, net Xantlppea of the pit, 
Enoke-trasaedi finger-threatening, but radiantly calm as on an- 
tlcine gems; for blm paws impatieat tbe winged cflnrBei of tba 
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A talented joung Cownam^n of oura, recentlj returned from i 
CoiitinentjiJ lanTj and who ia oLi'^aHj l^yoiiibly known to oil 
ro9^«rfl by his eprlgbClj letters IVoin abroad whieh have gracet 
DDr columns^ called at our office yesterday. We learn from biin 
that, haling enjoyed the dlstiugulahea pilrlLege, while inQer 

tQllowing note^ irJiieh he hfle kindly furniehed us for publication 
Wo pteSit to print it verbalim, knowl:ig that oar readora ^1 



now especiaJiy happy Btarve, because I ha?e 
10 deaf an interest ever taken fuUworthy on the 



fi'tta our fi^nd by the English custom-bonse officers, probably 
throdgb a petty national spite- Ko donbt- it has by thia drne 

will be eaposed la all oar American papei's. We shall do our 
b[^st to bi^ug it to the notice of the State Department. Our 
numerous readei-s wUl share in the plensnre we esperieace at 

Ingly patted on the head by this Tenernbie and world-renowned 
Oeimau- Wb Jove to see the^ r«ciprocutlonB of good-JBeling 
between the HiOSrent bcaucliea of the great Ai^o-Saxon race. 

[The foilowiog genuitie " notice " hnrirg met my eye, 
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BS it uonlnins one of Mr. Bii;lnw's poems not elsewhere 
printed.— H. W.] 
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Jia hcait kep' goln' pitypab, 



bhrnk littBly, Misler;" 
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Satib multis sese emptores fVitnros libri prafsBsia, Gaor- 
giua Nichols, CantabrEgieasis, opns emittet do parte gruTi 
sad adhQc uegiecta biatorim nUuralis, cum titulo sequent!, 
videlicet ; 

Omal'os ad DeUneaSosem mdwvhm rKnBahS perfeo 
tiorem Scnrc^iei BomAilatoriSj valffO dicti KuMBCG, nb 
HoMBEO WiLBVB, Aitiam MB^tFO, Sacietittis bistorico- 
nataraiis Jaalmnanais PrieBide, (Saorstario, Soeioque 
(ebeul) sisgulo,) mnltju-umqne aiiarum Sooietiitiim em- 
ditanim (sive ineruditai-mn) tnra domeaticanivQ quaio 
tracsmminsinim Socio — foiEitaii fiituro. 





PRO] iniM 


EOTira 


Fe-^evilo ^ 


Togii 


aoholasticBi no dnm deposit] 



cultotibna atn- 
dioBiMimis Bumma diligentii EdificitD, panitus indagSa- 
aem non fnit quin luctuoae omnibus in lia, qiiomvis aliCec 
laude digiusBimiB, biatum magni momenti peioiperem. 
Tuno, nesoio quo motu euperiore impulsua, aut qua captuB 
dnicedine operis, od eum Implendura (Curtiua alter} rae 
aoleniiiiter deyoyi. Nee ab iato labore, iaiiumias ituposlto, 
ftbatlnui antequam tractiitulum auffleienter ineoncinnum 
lingua vemiionla perfeoerain. Inde, juveniliter hime- 
factue, at barathro ineptiro Tito 0ifi2joJr(Mi)v (nscnon 
■' Publlol Legentie ") iiuaqnam axplorato, me oomposaissa 
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uip^uigitirant credidx Sed^ i^unm hnic et alio bibliipol'B 
MSS mea eubmi^iesem et nihil wjlidmB rBBponHiona yaldo 
negative, in Museum menm retuliseem, hoiTor Ingens 
Rtque mnerioordia, ob craBSitndmem Lamberlianam in 
csrebnB bomunonloram iatina muDflria cfBlestj qnadam 
u-a Infliiun, ma iiivoseia Estemplo mei sollu? impen^is 
libram adere deorayl, nihil oranmo dubiKna qnin "Mun- 
diiB buentifiou'' (ut aiiuit| onimenam maam ampUter 
replarot Nu11<im, iLtCamen, ex ngro iHo meo pnrvnlo 
Eegetem deiiies'ni, pi»ter gaudium vacntim hens da 
RBpnblii-a merendi late psuis mans pretiosoa super 
aqnas literal ins fEscnlBntaa prcefideiiter jaotus, quasi 
Haipv'arw™ qnarnndam (ecihoet bibliopoltirnni iatorum 
fiiiinorosoinm suprndlotorum) tnoto nnoidns, intra per- 
pani OS dies raJn domnm radiit rt, quum ipse tali viofu 
nil non toliarem, pnnrani in mentam venit piston (typo- 
grapho nempe) nihilominnB oolvendura esse Anmmrn 
non Idoirco denusi, imo osque ao pusri nayicnliB snaa 
penes se lino retinent (eo ut e recio cni'sn dalapsas ad 
ripam latraliaiit), eic ego Argo meam chartaoeam flnoti- 
bu5 laborantem a qnieeitn vallans aurei, ipsa pohna 
tfnaus pelleqne esutus, meute solida raTOoavi Meta- 
phoram ut mutem, boamarimgam meam a scopo abei- 
LSione mlnistrante, 
it mihi, talia vol- 
, et, Biout tiaf urans ille ■aoiSoPopoQ, hberoa intelleotus 
iepaacare Udenti, cnsna miserandn^ neo antea inau- 
, Enpervemt Nam, ut feinnt Soythaa pietatiB causa 
rBuooni'B parsntes suos mortuoa deioiaBse, 110 ffliua 
naui primogenitua, Scythis Ipfis minus maasuetas, 
m vn um totura at oalcitrantem essorbere enixu« 
Npc tamen hac de causa sobdein me-im esurienlein 
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tati? robonsiua potius habui, cibnmque sd emn satiaiidam, 
BSlra patoraa men oarne, petii. Et quia bilem illam 
Boaturientem ad ebs atiajn conooquendum idoiieam esaa 
estimabiin uiide ses olienum, ut minoFia pretil, bnberem, 
eiroamepesi Rebus ita se habeutibua, a.b STuncnlo meo 
Johanna Doolittle,Acniigoro, impetravl ut pecunias necea- 
Eflnas soppedifai'et, ne opna esset mibi universitalara 
relinquendi imteqnam ad grodum primum in artibos 
pMveaissam Tone ego, aalTHia faoere patronnm meum 
mnnifloum maxime oupiens, omnes libroa primfe editiotiis 
opaiismeinonTBnditosnnaomnprivUegio iaomiiB iBvam 
J sd p Imendi et sdandiavnncnlo meo dioto pignft- 

ra I E 11 die, atro lapide notando, cncne vooifeomteB 
f miis 1 gulis 

F 

Avu 1 ero nuper mortno, qunm inter alios oou- 

gt i tamenti q'ns lectionBm audiendi causa 

d ssam ectis auribus verba tidia sequentla aesepi : 

— Q pai^uasnm babea meum dlleetmn nepotein 

H m -um I nga et intima rerura angustaium domi 

pe I t ptlsaimnm esee qui divitias taeatur, benefi- 

t q pmdenter lis diviuis craditia utatur, — ei'go, 

m ti h oogltatlpnibns, exque aiuore meo in ilium 

ma? d ! oque nepoti oaro meo supranomimito omues 

1 galm 1 istas pusseasionea uea ponderabilea iteo 

comp t bd meas qute Baqnniitnr, aoilicBt; quingentos 

lib 03 q OS milii pigneravit diotus Homerus, anno Inois 

1 92 m p ivilsgio edsndi et repetendi opus iatud 

its m (qnod dieunt) euum, si slo elegerit. Tamen 

D M p OF oanloa Homeri nepotis mel Ita uperiat 

mq m at, ut libroa iatos in bibliotheca nnina e 

plunmis tellis suis Hispanlensibus tuto abscondat." 

H bis ( 'is ovedibilibua) audiHs, cor mourn in psc- 

toro exEultayit. Deinde, qxioniam tractatug Anglico 
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seriptns Bpem anotoiis fefellerat, quippe quurn studiam 
Historiffi Nfttni'iUis in Eepublica jioafa-a inter factioois 
sti-epituni InngueBOSLt, Latina vei'sum edere etatui, et so 
potius qu[a neacio qnomodo diaciplina academlca et duo 
diplomats profloiBtit, nisi qnod peritoa liagnaruin omnino 
mortuamra (et damnaiidarum, ut dicabat ista mn'ofipj-of 
Gulielmns Cobbett) nos faciant. 

T<:t mihi adhuc anperstes est tata ilia ediCio prima, qunm 
quLLai erepitacnlum par qtiod denCes canitioa deniibam 
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lAd emnpJiim Jbiomiis I^ysiophiK spseiminii Moaachalogiie.) 
13. B. B. a&'lnrij, Wiibdh, Oiraifix, Jablonsk. Pm/ama, 

[UalQ haocce speolem C^doptm Fabrfciua 'trooat, ut qui ^ugiilo 
oenlo ad quod &y& latenst dlalljiEuitur, Mellns Tero lainfua 
OuHs nullum intar a. mllil. S.que Babebnl (Fabiio.152) <lt». 



dettodltnr. Cuni/Wali/s ei^ populsrlter Tooatna. 0=.put ciis- 
tacii quasi peunnruio ostendit. FtociboTacesnipubUcsmcalllda 
mnlget ; abdomeu enonue ; Gictdl^ sucCus IvLud Sicile estmumla. 
Odosas, fotuua; ferox nibllgmluuBi eemperque dlmteiu^ pavaCua. 



imbuB prope lusecds detegere potoruii. 



! cum S, puncbito ll^brio. 84-1091 



, creberrlme atrideuB. 
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MELIB(BUS-I-IIPPONAX. 



tfglolu ^ajjeriis* 



nOMEE WILBUR, A. M., 
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NOTE TO TITLE-PAGE. 



Ir will not have esoaped the attentive eye, that I have, 
on the title-page, omitted those honorary nppendageB Co 
tlie editflriid name which not only add greatly to the 
value of eveiy hook, bnt whet and exEcerbat« the appetite 
of the reader. For not only does he aurmise that an 
honorary membership of literary and EcientiSe societies 
implies a certain amount of neoessaiy distinotiou on the 
part of the recipient of suoh decorations, bathe is willing 
to trust himself more entirely to an aathor who writes 
under the fijarfnl responsibility of involving the reputa- 
tion of such bodies as the S. ArdMoL Ddkom., or the 
Acad. 3M. et SeieiU. EainlachaL I cmmot but tliink that 
the early edidons of Shakspeare mid Milton would have 
ii^et with more rapid and general acceptance, but for the 
barrenness of their respective title-pages ; and I believe, 
that, even now, a publisher of the works of either of those 
justly diaiiugnishBd men would find his account in pro- 
curing their admlaaion to the memherohip of learned 
Indies on the Continent,-.i proceeding no whit mora 
nicongruou' than the levecsil of the judgment against 
J>ocrite?, when he wi= nhvadi more than twentv cen- 
tui e- bcyind thi' reas,U of antidutas and »hen hia 
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memory had acquired a desei-ved reBpectiibility. I con- 
oeite that it web a feeling of the irapOrtsiuce of tliis pr&. 
cantton which iiidneed Mr, Locke to style himself "Gent," 
on the title-page of his Essay, as who shoufd say to his 
renders that they could receive his metaphysics on the 
hano)- of Si gentleman. 

Nevertheless, finding that, withoot dsBCendiug to a 
Bmaller size of type than wotild have been compntibla 
with the dignity of the several societies to be named, 1 
conld not compress my intended list within the limits of 
'a single page, and thinking, moreover, that the act would 
carry with it an air of decorona modesty, I have chosen 
t« toke the reader aside, as it were, into my privata 
closet, and there not only exhibit to him the diplomns 
whiohl already possess, bat also to furnish him vrith a 
piophetio vision of those which 1 may, without undne 
presumption, hope for, as not beyond the reach of human 
ambition end attainment. And 1 am the raUter induced 
to this from the fact, that my name has been unacconnb- 
ablj dropped from the last triennial catalogue of our be- 
loved Alnta Maier, Whether this Is to be atti'ibuted to 
the difficulty of Latmizing uiiy of those honorary odjutictB 
(with a complete list of whiuh I took cars to furnish tha 
proper persona nearly a year beforehand), or whether it 
hod its origin in any more culpable motivas, I fbrbear to 
consider in this ptac«, the matter being in course of pain- 
ful investigation. Bul^ however this may be, 1 felt the 
omission the more keenly, as I had, in expectation of the 
new catalogue, enriched the library of the Jaalam Athe- 
nteum with the old one then in my possession, by whioli 
means it has come about that my children will be deprived 
of a never-wearying winter-evening's amusement in look, 
ing out tiie name of theh^ parent in that distinguished rolL 

Those harmless innocents had at least committed no 

but I forbeai, having intrusted my reflections and anl- 
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miulvarsions on this painful topic to the sare-keepiiig of 
my private diEuy, intended for posthumous publication 
I state this fact hera, in order tliat oertiun nnmeless in- 
dividnais, wlio are, perhaps, overmucb congratulating 
tliemselvea upon my silenca, may loiow Uiat a rod is in 
piolde which the vigorona hand of a justly incensed poa- 
terify will apply ta their memories. 

The oorefol reader will note, that, in tlie list whioli 1 
hiiTS pcepared, I have included the names of several 

assigned in processions of this nature. I have ventured 
to do this, not only to encourage native ambition and 
genius, but also because I have never been able to percoive 
in what way distance (unless we suppose them at the end 
of a lever) could inCTease the weight of learned bodies. 
As far as I have been able to extend my reseaiohes among 
sneh stuffed speoimene as occasionally reach America, I 
have discovered no generic dilftrence between the anti- 
podal Fbgmm Japoaiaim and the F. Anterkamaa suffi- 
ciently commeti in our own immediate neigblxmrhaod. 
Yet, with a becoming deference to the pbpnlar beUef 
that distjnctions of this sort are enlianoed in value by 
every additional mile tiiey travel, I have intermixed the 
names of some tolerably distant literary and other asso- 
ciations with the rest. 

1 add here, also, iui advertisement, which, that it may 
be tUe more readily undocstood by those persons espeo- 
inlly interested tlierehi, I have written in that curtailed 
and otherwise maltreated canine Latin, to the writing 
and reading of whioli they are aooustoraed. 
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vlr. hoiioi'and. operosiss., at sol. u6 scint. qnaiit. Rlor, 
nnm. meum (dlpL fort, ooiioees.) oatal. vest. temp, ibtnr. 
affar., ill. subjeo., addit. omnib. titul. honorar. qu. Hdh. 
Hon tant. opt. qnam probnb. put. 
«** lAa. Uaaal. dietinie. Hi Pries. 5. Hisl. Ifal. Jaal. 



1860,6 

et Gul. et Mar. et Bowd. et Georglop, et Viridimont. et 
Golumb. Sot. Ebor. 1858, et Amherst, at Watervill. at S. 
Javlath. Hib. et 8. Mar. et S. Joseph.et S. And. Scot. 1854, 
et HashTill. et Dart, et DickinB. et Concord, et Wash, et 
Columbian, et Chariest, et Jeff, et Dubl, et Oson. et 
Cantab, et ewt. 185S, P. U. N. C. H. et J. U. D. Gott et 
Osnab. et Heidelb. 1S60, et Acad. Bobe us. Berollii. 
Soe., et SS. RR. Lugd. Eat. et PataT. et Lend, et Edinb. 
et Ins. Feejee. et Null. Terr, et Pekln. Soc. Hon, et S. 
H. S. et 8. P. A. et A. A. 8. et S. Humb. Uni-F. et S. 
Omn. Ear. Qnamnd. q, Aliar. Promov. Pussamaqaixl. et 
H. P. 0. et I. 0. H. et A. i. *. et H. K. P. et*. B. K. et 
Peuoin. et Evoaoph. et Philadelph. et FraL in Unit, et S. 
T. et S. Arcbieoli^. Athen. et Aoad. Solent, et Lit. 
Faiiorm. et SS. E. H. Matrit. et Beeloochist. et Caffrsr. 
et CiH-ibb. at M. S. Keg. Paris, et S. Am. Antiserv. Soo. 
Hon. et P. D, Gott. et LL. D. 1853, et D. C. L, et Mos. 
Doc. OxoD. 1880, et M. M, 8. S. ot M. D. 1864, et Med. 
Pao. Univ. Horv. Soo. et 8. pro Convers. PoUywog. Soc 
HOQ. et ffiggl. Piggl. et LL. B. 1868, et S. pro Christionii. 
Moscbet. Soo., et SS. Anto-Dlluv. nbiq. Gent. Soc. Hon. 
et Civit. Cleric. Jaalnm. et S. pro Diffua. General 
Tenebr. Secret. Corr. 
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INTEODIJCTION. 

When, more than three years ago, my talontod 
jOQiig pariahioner, Mr. liiglow, came to me and 
submitted to mj aiiimadversionB the first of his 
poema which he intended to commit to the more 
hazardous trial of a city newspaper, it never so 
muth as entered my imagination to conceive that 
his productions would ever be gathered into a fiur 
Tolume, and ushered into the august presence of 
the i-eading public by myself. So little are we 
short-sighted mortals able to predict the event! I 
confess that there is to ma a quite new satisfaction 
in being associated (though only as sleeping part- 
ner) in a book which can stand by itself in an 
independent unity on the shelves of libraries. For 
there is always this drawback from the pleasure of 
jjriiiting a sermon, that, whereas the quea^j stomach 
of this generation will not bear a discourse long 
enough to make a separate volume, those rehgioua 
and godly-minded children (those Samuels, if I 
may call them so) of the brain must at first he 
buried in an undistingnisheil heap, and then get 
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If THjj bsafad to tliom, mummy- 
wrapt with 3, Bcore of others m a eheap binding, 
irith no other mirk of distinction than the word 
' Miscellatifou!, pimted iipm the back. Far be 
It liom me to claim anj urefht for the quite unex- 
pected populantj which I im pleased to find these 
bucolic Gtraius have attained unto. If I know 
myself, I am measurably free from the itch of 
vanity ; yet I may fae allowed l» say that I waa 
not b-wkward to recognize in them a certain wild 
pLyaclilii3(mUm gigtord 

th t pu t wh h ph ■tse t m d 

h t J ) R t h Uy pi as g 

wh I to p 1 t 1 d th th n es3 

f tam d d It t 1 I t It m y b Iso 
th t to h 1 ray w h d ti my 

h 1 d t h nd pt Ibe sd y 

f ■om my 1 p t 1 1 t d 

th rship 

I waa, at first, inclmed to discourage Mr. Biglow's 
attempts, as knowing that the desire U> poetize is 
one of the diseases naturally incident to adoles- 
cence, which, if the fitting remedies he not at once 
and with a bold hand applied, may become chronic, 
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INTKODUCTION'. IIS 

and render one, who might else have become in 
due lime au ornament of the social circle, a painful 
object eTen to nearest friends and relatives. But 
thinking, on a further experience, that there ivas a 
germ of promise in him which required only culture 
and the pulling up of weeds fi-om around it, I 
thought it best to set before him the acknowledged 
(examples of English nompoation in verse, and 
leave the rest to natural emulation. With this 
view, 1 accordingly lent him some volumes of Pope 
and Goldsmith, to the assiduous study of which he 
promised to devote his evenings. Not long after- 
ward, he brought me some verses written upon that 
model, a specimen of which I subjoin, liaviiig 
changed some phrases of less elegancy, and a few 
rhymes objectionable to the cultivated ear. The 
poem consisted of childish reminiscences, and the 
skctohes which follow will not Seem destitute of 
truth to those whose fortunate education began in 
a country village. And, first, let us hang up hit 
charcoal portrait of the school-dame. 

" Propt on the marsh, a dwelliug now, I see 
The humble aohooJ-hoose of my A, !i, C, 
Where well-drilled urohina, each behbd his tivB, 
WiUted in ranks the wished command to fire, 
Then all together, when, the signal came, 
Diacimiged their a~b aba ngidnst tlie dame. 
Dauglitar of Daaivns, who ooald daily pour 
III treacherous pipkina her Pierian store, 
Slie, 'mid the volleyed learning firm mid calm. 
Patted Ihc fiirlouglied ferula on her palm, 
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There jonng Devotion learned ki climb with ensa 
The gnai-ly liraba of Soviptuie faraily-traes, 
And he waa most oommeudad and admired 
Wlio soonest to tlie topmost twig perspii-ed ; 
Each name was called bs many various ways 
As pleaaed the reader's ear on dlSerant days. 
So that the weathar, or thB femle'B stinga, 
Colda in the head, or fifty othac things. 
Transformed ths helptoBB Hebrew tlirioe n week 
To guttura! Peqnot or resounding Greek, 
The vibrant accent skipping here and there, 
Just as it pleased invention or despair; 
Ho contioversiai Hebraist was the Dame; 
With or without the points pleasad her the same; 
If any tyro fonnd a name too tough, 
And looked at her, pride fnrwished skill encngh ; 

And cleared Hie ilve-barrod syllables at a spring. 

Peroiied od a stool, to wear the long-eared cap ; 
From books degraded, there I sat at ease, 
A drone, the envy of oompulsory bees j 
Rewards of merit, too. full many a time. 
Each with its woodcut and its moral rhyme. 
And pierced half-dollars hnng on ribbons gay 

I canied home, rewards as shining than 
As those which deck the lifelong paina of men. 
More solid than the redemanded praise 
With which the world beribbons lalor daya. 
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Ah, dofir old times ! liow brfgMy ye rotufn ! 

How, rubbed iifi-esh, your phosphor traces burn ! 

Tho rankle sshoolward throng dewsparkling meads; 

The n-illow .wands turu«d Cinderella eteeda! 

Tha improraptn pinbent hook, the deep remorse 

O'er the chanca-civptnred mhinow's inohlong corse; 

The pockets, plethoric with murbles round, 

That etiil a space for I>a11 and pegt'jp found. 

Nor satiate yet, could manage io confine 

Horaecheatuuts, flngrooC, and Che kite's wound twine, 

And, like tire prophet's carpet could take in, 

blnlargjng still, the papgxm's mngaxine; 

The dinner carried In the small tin pall, 

Shored with the dog, whose most beseeching tall 

And dripping tongae and eager ears belied 

'Hie assumed indifference of canine pride; 

The caper homeward, shortened if the cart 

Of neighbor Pomeroy, trundling from the mart, 

O'ertook me, — then, Inmslnted to the seat 

I praised the steed, how staunch he was and fleet. 

While the bluff fiinuec, with superior grin, 

Expioined where horses should be thick, whei'e tiiin. 

And warned me (joke he always hud in store) 

To shnn a boost that four white stockings wore. 

What a fine natural courtesy was his I 

His cod was pleasure, and his full bow bliss ; 

How did ills well-tlmmbed hat, with ardor rapt. 

Its decorous curve to eyery rank adapt'. 

How did it graduate with a courtly ease 

The whole long scale of social dififerenoes. 

Yet so gave each his measure running o'er, 

Hone thonght his own was loss, his neiglibor's moi'o; 

The sqnira was flattered, and the pauper knew 

Old times acknowledged 'iieaththe threadbare blue! 

Dropped at the comer of the embowered lane, 
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122 IMTKODUCTION. 

Whistling I wada tha knee-daep leiwea fignin. 
While eager Argus, who has missed oil day 
The sharer of his condescending play, 
Comes leaping onward witii a baik elate 
And boiateians tuil Co greet me at Che gaCe ; - 

I.et Ilia tWok dogVears in my primer pioue." 

I add only one further extract, which will pos- 
sess a melancholy interest to all such as have 
endeavored to glean the materiiils of revolutionary 
history from the lips of aged peraons, who took a 
part in llie actual making of it, and, finding the 
manufacture profitable, continued the supply in aa 
adequate propordon to the demani). 

" Old Joe la gone, wlio saw hot Percy goad 
His alow artillery up the Concord road, 
A tsile whioh grew ia wonder, year by year. 
As, every time he told it, Joe drew near 
To the maia fight, till, faded and grown gi'ay. 
The original scene to Imlder tints gave way; 
Then Joe had heaid the foe's soared donble-qniok 
Beat on stove drum with one nnoivptured stick, 
And, era death came the lengthening tale to lop, 
Himself had Hred, and seen a red-eoat drop ; 
Had Joe lived long enough, that scrambling fight 
Had eqnarod more nearly with bia sense of right, 
And vanquished Percy, to complete the tjile. 
End hammered stone for life in Concord jail." 

I do not know that the foregoing extrMla ought 
. not to be called my own rather than Mr. Biglow's, 
as, indeed, he maintained stoutly that my file bad 
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ieft nothing of hia in them. I should not, perhaps, 
have felt entitled to take so great liberties with 
tbem, had I not more than suspeuted an hereditary 
vein of poetry in myself, a yery near ancestor 
having written a Latin poem in the Harvard Graiu- 
latio on the accession of Geoi^e the Third. Suffice 
it to say, that, whether not satisfied with such 
limited approbation as I could conscientiously 
bestow, or from a sense of natural inaptitude, 
certain it is that my young friend could never be 
induced to any further essays in this kind. He 
affirmed that it was to him like writing in a foreign 
tongue,— that Mr. Pope's versification was like the 
regular ticking of one of Willard's clocks, in which 
one could fancy, after long listening, a certain kind 
of rhythm or tune, but which yet was only a pov- 
erty-etrickeit tict, lick, after all, — -and that hS had 
never seen a sweet-water on a trellis growing so 
fairly, or in forms so pleasing to his eye, as a fox- 
grape over a scrub-oak in a swamp He added I 
know not what to the eftct thtt the sweet witPr 
wo lid onlj be the more disfiguied by having its 
leaves star bed and ironed out and that Pe^nsua 
(sD he cilled Inm} haidly looked nght mth his 
mil e and tail m curi papers These an 1 othci 
Bu h op nions I did nut long strive to eiaditate 
ittnbuting tbem rather to a defective education 
ind ><en'jes untuned by too long femilianty with 
purely natural objects than to a perverted a oj al 
ELi=e I -KTi thp nijrp n lined to th 1 ni nn 
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124 INTRODUCTION. 

Noce sufficient evidence was not to seek, that his 
verses, bb waating as thoy certainly were in clasac 
polish and point, had somehow taken, hold of tiie 
public ear in a surprising manner. So, only setting 
him rio^t as to the quantity of the proper namo 
Pegasus, I left him to follow the bent of his natuml 
genius. 

Yet could I not snrrender him wholly to tho 
tutelage of the pagan (which, literally interpreted, 
Kgnifies village) muse without yet a farther effort 
for his ebnveraon, and to this end I resolved that 
whatever of poetic fire yet burned in myself, aided 
by the assiduous bellows of correct models, should 
be put in requisition. Accordingly, when my 
ingenious young parishioner brought to my study a 
copy of verses which he had written touching the 
acquisition of ten-iCory resulting from the Mesiean 
war, and the folly of leaving the question of slavery 
or freedom to the adjudication of chance, I din 
myself indite a short fable or apoli^ue ^ter the 
manner of Gay and Prior, to the end that he might 
see how easily even such subjects as he treated of 
were capable of a more refined style and more 
elegant expression. Mr. Biglow's production wm 
as follows : 
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THE TWO GUNNERS, 



Agunain' soon's the balls wua done 
And meetin' finaUy begun, 
So'st no one wouldn't be about 
Thar Sabbalh-bi'eakiii' to spy out. 

He felt ez though 'twamt akeercely right, 

Bat, when his donbts he went to speafc on, 

Isrel he up aud cnlled hiiu Deacon, 

An' kep' apokiii' fun like eIq 

An' then arubbiii' on it in. 

Tin Joe, leas akeered o' doin' wrong 

Than bein' laughed at, went along. 

Past noontime they want trampin' round 

Till, fairly tired o' their spree. 

They loaned their guns agin a tree. 

An' JBHt ei they wuj; setciii' down 

To take their noonin', Joe looked ronn' 

And see (across lots in a pond 

That warn't more'n twenty rod beyond,) 

A goose that on the water sot 
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That's DeBoon Peleg's tame wUd^ose;" 
Sei larel, " I don't care a cent, 
Tve sighted an' Til let her went ; " 



Sez Job, "I wouldn't ha' been hired 
At that poor critter to ha' fired. 
But, Bsnca it's clean gin op the ghost, 
We'll hev the taJlest kind o' roaat; 
I guess our waistbands II ha light 
'Fore it ooDieB ten o'clock ternight." 

" I won't agree to no stich bonder," 
Sez Isrel, " keep it tall It's teadarj 
'Taint wuth a snap afora it's ripe." 
Sez Joe, " I'd jest ez Uvea eat tripe ; 
Yoa nir a buster ter suppose 
I'd eat what makes me hole my nose ! " 

So tbay disputed to an' fro 
Till ounnin' larel sea to Joe 
"Don't laas stay here an' play the fool. 
Less wait till both on us git oool, 
Jest for B, day or two less hide it 
An' then toss up an' so decide it." 
"Agreed!" sez Joe, an' so they did, 
Aa' the ole goose wuz safely hid. 

Now 'twna the hottest kind o' weather, 
An' when at last thay come together, 
It didn't signify which won. 
Far all the mlsohief hed ben dona: 
The goose wuk there, but, fer his soul. 
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Job wonldn't ha' tetohed it with a pole ; • 
But larol kind o' liksd the smell on't 
An' m«de Mi dinnBr very well on't. 

My own. hamble attempt was in manner anij 
form folloiviiig, and I print it hare, I sincerely 
trust, ont of ISO yain^lory, but solely wiiii tlie liopa 
of doing good. 



LEAVmG THE MATTF.E OPEN. 



Two brothers once, an ill-matched pair. 

Together dwelt {no mattar where,) 

To whom an Uncle Sam, or some one, 

Had letl a honso and Coim in common : 

ThB two in principlaa and habits 

Wera dlflbretit as rats from rabbita! 

Stoat (hrmer North, with frugal care, 

Liud up provision for his heir, 

Not sooruing with hard sun-browned hands 

To Borapa aoquoictanoe with his lands; 

Whatever Qiing he had to do 

He did, and made it pay him, too; 

He sold hie wasta stone by the pound, 

Hla di-ains made water-wheels spin round, 

Hia ice in summer-time ha sold, 

His wood brought profit when 'twas oold. 

He dug and deNed from mora till night, 
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iS INTIIODUCTION. 

Strove to make profit equiu-e wiih right, 
Lived on his meana, cut no grent dash, 
And paid hia debts In honest cash. 

On tother hand, his brother South 
Lived very much from hand to mouth. 
Flayed gentleman, nursed dainty hands, 
Borrowed NortJi'a money on his lands. 
And culled his morals and his grax;es 
From cock-pita, bar-rooms, fights, and races 

Was keeping draves of long-legged swine, 

Wbioh brought great bothers and espenseB 

To North hi looking after fences, 

And, when they happened to break throngh, 

Coat hira both time and temper too. 

For South insisted it wns plain 

He ought to drive them home again, 

And North consented to the work 

Because he loved to buy cheap pork. 

Meanwhile, Sontli'B swine increasing fast, 
Hia &irm became too small at last. 
So, having thought the matter over, 
And feeling bound to live in clover 
And never pay the clover's worth, 
Hs said one 3aj to brothei' North : — 



To keep onr children out of want; 
They who wish fortune to be lasting 
Must be both prudent and foreoastinj 
We soon shall need more land ; a lot 
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I know, that oheaply can be bo't; 
Yon lend the cash, I'll buy the nei-es, 
And. we^l be eijattlly parttdievs." 

Poov North, wJiose Anglo-Saxon blood 
Gave him a hankering aftec mnd. 
Wavered a momant, than consented, 
And, when tlie eaaU was paid, repented; 
To make the new land worth a pin. 
Thought he, it must ha all fenced in. 
For, if South's swine onoe get the run on' 
No kind of farming can be done on't; 
If that don't suit the other side, 
■Tis heat we instantly divide. 

But somehow South could ne'er inoHne 
This way or that to run the line, 



" For pence's sake. 
Liberal omicosaions I will make ; 
Though I believe, upon my soul, 
I've a just title ta the whole, 
I'll mslie an offer which I call 
Gen'rona, — we'll have no fence at ail ; 
Then both of ns, whene'er we choose, 
Can take what part we want to uaa ; 
If you shonld chance to need it first, 
Pick you die best, I'll take the worst." 

"Agreedl" cried North.; thouglit he, this tii 
With wheat and rye I'll sow it all. 
In that way I shall get the start. 
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10 ISTRODUCTiON. 

And South may wliistlo for his piu-t; 
So thought, so "done, the field was eown, 
And, winter having come and gone, 
Sly North walked bUthaly fortli to spy, 
The progress of his wheat and rye ; 
Heavens, what b, sight! his brotJier's swine 
Had aaked Hiemselyes all out to dine, 
Suoh grraiting, munching, rooting, shoyiug, 
The soil seemed sll alive uid moving, 
As for his grain, such work they'd made on't, 
He couldn't spy a single blade on't. 

Off in a rage he rnslied to South, 

"My wheat and rye" — gi'Ief choked his mouth j 

" Pray don't mind me," said South, " hut plant 

All of the new land that you want; " 

" Yes, bat your hogs," cried North ; 

" The grain 
Won't Iiuct them," auawered South iigiim ; 
"But tliey destroy my grain;" 

" No doubts 
'Tis fortunate you've found it out; 
Misfortunes teach, and only tliey, 
Yon must not sow it hi their way;" 
"Nay, you," says North, "must fceej> them ont;" 
" Did I create them with a snout?" 
Askod South demurely ; " as agreed, 
" The land is opon to your seed. 
And would yon fiiin prevent my pigs 
From running tbai'c their harmless riga 7 
God knows I view this compromise 
With not Iho most approving eyes ; 
I gave up ray unquestioned rights 
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Pov sake of quiet days iind nigl 
1 oftfered then, you know 'tia btv 



YourliesV' ^"y^ South, "'tis now too late; 

I offered you the rooky corner, 

But yOQ, of yonr own good the aoomer, 

Beliised totake it; lameoiTy; 

No doubt you raiglit have found a quarry, 

Perhaps a gold-mina, for aught I know, 

Containing heaps of native rhino ; 

You can't expect me to resign 

My right"— 

" But where," quoth North, " are mine? ' 
" row rights," says totlier, " well, tlint's fujiny, 
i bought the land"— 

"/ pMd the money;" 
" Thati" answered South, " is from the point, 
The ownersliip, you'll gi'ant, ia joint; 
rm sure my only hope and trust is 
Not taw 30 much as abstract justice, 
Though, you remember, 'twas agreed 
That so fflid so — consult the deed; 
Objections now are out of date. 
They might have answered once, but Fate 
Quashes them at the point we've got to; 
Obita pnac^iie, that's my motto." 
So saying, South began to whiatla 
And looked as obstinate as griatlB, 
While North went homeward, each broivn jiaiv 
Clenched likB a knot of natural law, 
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ondrous clear. 

To turn now to other matters, there are two 
things upon which it would seem fitlitig to dilate 
somewhat more lat^ely in this place, — the Yankee 
character and the Yankee dialect And, first, of 
the Yankee cliaracter, which has wanted neither 
open maligners, nor even more dangerous enemies 
in the peraons of those unskilful painters who have 
given to it that hardness, angularity, and want of 
proper perspective, whieh, in truth, belonged, not 
to their subject, but to their own ni^ard and un- 
skilful pencif- 

New England was not so much the colony of a 
mother country, as a Hagar driven Ibvth into the 
wilderness. The little self-exiled band which came 
hither in 1620came, not to seek gold, but to found 
a democracy. . They came that they might have 
the privilege to work and pray, to sit upon hard 
benches and listen to painful preachers aa long as 
they would, yea, even unto thirty-seventhly, if the 
spirit so willed it. And surely, if the Greek might 
boast his ThermopylEB, where three hundred men 
fell in resisting the Peraan, we may weO be proud 
of our Plymouth Kocfc, where a handful of men, 
women, and chiMren not merely faced, but van- 
quished, winter, famine, the wilderness, and the 
yet more invincible storge that drew them back \o 
the green island far away. These found no lotus 
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growing upon the surly shore, the taa(« of which 
could make them forget their little uadve Ithaca; 
nor were they so wanting to themselves in faith a» 
to burn their ship, but oonld see the fair west wiTid 
belly the homeward sail, and then turn unrepiaing 
to grapple with the terrible Unknown. 

As Want was the prime fee these haixiy exodists 
had to fortress themselves s^mnst, so it is little 
wonder if that traditional feud is long in wearing 
out of the stock. The wounds of the old warfare 
were long ahealing, and an east wind of hard 
times puis a new ache in every one of them. Thrift 
was the first lesson in their homboofc, pointed out, 
letter after letter, by the lean finger of the hard 
schoolmaster, Necessity. Neither were those plump, 
rosy-gilled Englishmen that came hither, but a 
hard-faced, atrabilioos, earnest-eyed race, sdfi" 
from long wrestling with the Lord in prayer, and 
who had taught Satan to dread ilie new Puritan 
hug. Add two hundred yeais' influence of soil, 
climate, and exposure, with its necessary result of 
idiosyncrasies, and we have the present Yankee, 
full of expedients, half-master of ali trades, inven- 
tive in all but the beautiful, full of shifts, not yet 
capable of comfort, armed at all points agwnst the 
old enemy H Jnger, loaganimous, good at patching, 
not so careful for what is best as for what will do, 
with a clasp to his purse and a button to his pocket, 
not skilled to build against Time, as in old coun- 
tries, bat against sore-pressing Need, ancustomcd 
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to move the world with no mni orubut his own two 
feet, and no lever but hie own long forecast A 
strange hybrid, indeed, did circumstance beget, 
here In the New World, upon (he old Puritan 
stock, and the earth never before saw such mystic- 
praolicalism, such ni^ard-geniality, such calcn- 
laiJng-fanaticiam, such cast-iron-enthu^aecn, such 
Boarfaced-humor, such cloae-fiated-generosit)'. This 
new GrCEcvlus emriens will make a living out of 
any thing. He will invent new trades as well as 
tools. His br^n is hia capital, and he wiU get educa- 
tion at all riska. Fut him on Juan Fernandez, and- 
lie would make a spelling-boofc first, and a salt-pan 
afterward. In cmlum, jvsseHs, ibit, — or the other 
way either, — it is all one, so any thing is to be got 
by it. Yet, after all, thin, epeculatiye Jonathan 
is more like the Englishman of two centuries ago 
than John Bull himself is. He has lost somewhat 
in solidity, has become fluent and adaptable, but 
more of the original groundwork of cbsiracter re- 
miuna. He feels more at home with Fulfce Greville, 
Herbert of Cherbury, Quarles, George Herbert, 
and Browne, than with his modem English cousins. 
He is nearer than John, by at least a hundred 
years, to Nasehy, Marston Moor, Worcester, and 
the time when, if ever, there were true Englishmen. 
John Bull h^ suffered the idea of the Invisible 
to be very much fattened out of him. Jonathan 
s still that he lives in the world of the 
aa of the Seen. To move John, 
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*4* TO THE INDULGES!' 

Mi friand, tho Ecvevenfl Mr. Williur, ha-viag been seized 
with a dangeroua fit of illne^, before this InWoduotion 
had pass d thro gh th press, snil being incapacitated 
for all 1 1 rary -t ent to me his notes, memoranda, 

&;o., J qn ted n to fashion them into Bome ehnpe 
more fitt f £h g neral eye. Tbis, owing to the 
fmgT t ;^ a d d J 11 ted stat^ of his manusoripls, I 
have f 11 h lly abl to do; yet, beiug unwilKng that 
tlie read h uld h d priyed of Buoh parts of liis lucii- 
brati mad m finished, and not well discerning 

how to segregate these from the rest, I liave concluded to 
send them all to the press precisely as they are. 
CoLUMBDS Nye, 

PaMirr of n Otarcli in Bwigtmim Camef. 

It remains to apeak of the Yankee dialect. And, 
first, it may be premised, in a genera! way,'that any 
one much read in the writings of the early colonists 
need not be told that the far greater share of the 
words and phrases now esteemed peculiar to New 
England, and local there, were brought from the 
mother country. A person familiar with the dia- 
leet of certain portions of Massachusetts will not 
fail to recognize, in ordinary discourse, many words 
now noted in English vocabularies as archaic, the 
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greater part of which were in common nae about 
tlie time of the King James translation of the Bible. 
Shakspeare stands lees in need of a glossary to 
most New Englanders than to many a native of 
the Old Country. The peculiarities of our speech, 
however, are rapidly wearing out. As there is no 
country where reiiding is so universal and news- 
papers are so multitudinous, so no phrase remains 
long local, but is transpkntcd in the mail-bags ta 
every remotest corner of the land. Consequently 
our dialect approaches nearer to uniformity than 
that of any other nation. 

The English hare complained of ua for coining 
new words. Many of those so stigmatized were 
old ones by them forgotten, and all make now an 
unquestioned part of the currency, wherever Eng- 
lish is spoken. Undoubtedly, we have a right to 
make new words, as they are needed fay the fresh 
^ects nnder which life presents itself here in 
the Sew World ; and, indeed, wherever a language 
is alive, it grows. It might be questioned whether 
we could not establish a stronger title to the owner- 
ship of the English tongue than the mother-is- 
landers themselves. Here, past all question, is to 
be its great home and centre. And not only is it 
already spoken here by greater numbers, but with a 
fiir higher popular averse of correctness, than in 
Britain, The great writers of it, too, we might 
clsum as ours, were ownership to be settled by tiie 
number of readers and lovers. 
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As regards the proriiicialiams to be met mth ip 
tliis volume, I may say that the reader will not 
find one which is not (as I believe) either native 
or imported with the early settlers, nor one which 
I Jiave not, with my own ears, heard in familiar , 
use. In the metrical portion of the hook, I have 
endeavoured to adapt the spelling as nearly as 
possible to the ordinary mode of pronunciation. 
Let the reader who deems me ovei>p articular re- 
meniher this caution of Martial ;— 

" Queia Tedlaii, meas est, O Ftdettline, !itie}lus ; 

A few further explanatory remarks will not be 
impertinent. 

I shall barely lay down a few general rules for 
the reader's guidance. 

1. The genuine Yankee never gLves the rough 
sound to the r when he can help it, and often dis- 
plays considerable ingenuity in avoiding it even 
before a voweL 

3. He seldom sounds the final g, a piece of eelP 
denial, if we cooader his partiality for nasals. 
The same of the final d, as han' and slan' for Mud 
and ^taiid. 

3. The k in sucli words as ivMle, wlien, where, he 
omits altogetlier. 

4. In regard to a, he shows some inconastenoy, 
ig a close and obscure sound, as /iei> 
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138 INTBODUCTION. 

for have, hendy for handy, ez for as, thet for flial, 
and again giving it the broad aoand it has in father, 
aa Mnsome for handsome. 

5. To the sound oti he prefixes an e (hard to es- 
emplifj otherwise than orally.) 

The following passage in Shakspeare he would 



Med glorious summa by this sun o' Yock, 

An' all ths cleoada that leowared upun eonr heonae 

In the deep buzzum o' tbe oahin buried ; 

Heow aiieourbreowsteounfl'ithTiotorious wreathsi 

Eonr hreused arms hung up fix monimunce ; 

Eonr alarn alarnms Ghlinged to merry meetins, 

Eour dreffle marobea to delightful measui'BS. 

Qrim-Tisaged war heth smsnthsd his wrinkled fhrnt^ 

An' neow, instid o' inountin' barebid steeds 

To fright tbe souls o' ferfle edverseriea, 

He cupel's nimly in n lady's oli&mber, 

To the lasciTious pleasin' nv a loot." 

6. All, in sueh words as daughter and slaughter, 



7. To tbe dish thus seasoned add a drawl ad ii&- 



a. Unahle to procure a likeness of Mr. Biglow, 
I thought the carious I'eader might be gratified with 
a sight of the editorial effigies. And here a uhoice 
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between two was offered, — the one a profile (i^n- 
tirely black) cut by Doyle, the otter a portrait 
painted by a native artist of much promise. The 
first of these seemed, wanting in expression, and in 
tlie second a alight obliquity of the visual organs 
has been heightened (perliaps from an over-desire 
of force on the part of the artist) into too close an 
approach to actual slrabismtts. This shght diver- 
gence in my optica] apparatus from the ordinary 
model — however I may have been taught to r^ard 
it jn the light of a mercy rather than a cross, since 
it enabled me to ^ve aa much of directness and 
peraonal application to my discourses as met the 
wants of my congregation, without risk of offend- 
ing any by being supposed to have him or her in 
my eye (as the saying is)— seemed yet to Mi-s, 
Wilbur a sufficient objection ta the engraving of 
the afiiresaid painting. We read of many who 
either ateolutely refused to allow the copying of 
tlieir features, as especially did Plotinus and Age^- 
laus among the ancients, not to mention the more 
modern instances of Scioppius, Paltoottus, Pinel- 
lus, Velserus, Gatater, and others, or were indif- 
ferent thereto, as Cromwell. 



was Cfeear desirous of concealing his 
Per contra, ray Loi-d Protector'a care- 
tbe matter of bis wart might be ciled. 
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Men generally mora desirous of being impnived in 
tlieir portraits than characters. Shall probablj 
find very unflattered likenesses of ouiselves in 
Recording Angel's gallery. 



y. Whether any of our national peKuIiarilJea may 
be traced to our use of stoves, as a certain close- 
ness of the lips in pronunciation, and a stnotUered 
nmoulderingness of disposition, seldom roused to 
open flame ? An uni-estrained intereonrse with 
fii-e probably conduciye to generosity and hospi- 
tality of soul. Ancient Mexicans used stoves, as 
the friar Augustia Ruiz reports, Hakluyt, III., 
4G8, — but Popish priests not always reliable au- 
thority. 

To-day picked my Isabella grapes. Crop injured 
by attacks of rose-bug in the spring. Whether 



A Concerning Mr. Biglow's pedigree. Tolera- 
bly certain that there was never a poet among hia 
ancestors. An ordination hymn attributed to a 
maternal uncle, but perhaps a sort of production 
not demanding the creative faculty. 

His grandfather a painter of the grandiose or 
Michael Angelo school. Seldom painted objctrts 
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iiLilluv thau iiouses or barns, and tlies 
■.orviTiiou oxpreHsion. 



E. Of the Wilburs no complete pedigree. Tlie 
rest aaiil to be a viUd ioar, whence, perhaps, (iie 
aLne.(?) A connection with lie Earls of Wilbra- 
am (^uasi wild boar ham) might be made out. 
'his so^stion worth following up. In 1677, John 

V. m. Expect ,hadiasue, 1. John, 2. Haggw, 

. Expect, 4. Ruhamah, 5, Desire. 



Oetotier y ix dnye, 170T. 

Y« etiBara of Jordiin sh' as cr08t ore 

And now expeaots me on y other shore: 

I live in hope her soon to join ■, 

Her aarthlye yeeras wera forty and nina," 

From QroBeBtone in Fehiasett^ Korlh Parish- 

This is unquestionabiy the satoe John who aftar- 
wai-d (1711) married Tabitha Hagg or Ragg. 

But if this were the case, she seems to have died 
early ; for only three years after, namely, 1714, we 
have evidence that he married Winifred, daughter 
of Lieatenant Tipping. 

He seems to have been a man of eubatance, for 
we find him in 1696 conveying "one undivided 
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eiglitjetli part of a saH^meailow" in Yabbok, and 
ha commanded a sloop in. 1702. 

Those who doubt the importance of genea- 
logical studies _/!is!e jioljws guam argumenlo erudl- 

I trace him as far as 172S, and there lose hini. 
In that year he was chosen selectman. 

No gravestone. Perhaps overthrown when new 
hearse-house was built, 1 803. 

He was probably the son of John, who came 
front Bilham Comit. Salop, circa IS42. 

This first John was a man of considerable im- 
portance, being twice mentioned with the honora- 
ble prefix of Afr. in the town records. Name spelt 
with two 1-9. 

" Hew lyatb y bod [sione imliai^ly h^ien.] 
Mr. Ihon Willber [Esq,] [Unclose Ms m brackets as 

dottbtfiO. To roe it seems dear.\ 
Ob't die iUUgiiie; looks like awisi.] iii [prdb. 

169S.] 

deceased seinte 1 
A tWend and [fethjec iiDtoe all j« opreaat, 
Hee gave y" wicked familistB noa raast, 
Whan Sat[an bl]ewe his Antinomian blasi*, 
Wee oloug to [Willber us a steadfjnst maste. 
[Ajgnjnst y« horrid Qua[ker3] 

It is grealiy to be lamented that this curious epi- 
taph is mutilated. It is said that the sacrilegious 
Biitish soldiers made a target of this stone during 
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U3 

the war of Independence. How odious an ani- 
moaity which pauses not at tiie grave I How bru- 
tal that whi(Ji spares not the monuments of authen- 
tic history ! This is not improbably from the pen 
of Rev. Moody Pyram, who is mentioned by Hub- 
bard as having been noted for a silver vein of 
poetry. If his papers be Btill extant, a copy might 
possibly be recovered. 
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THE BIGLOW PAPERS. 





A LETTER 


"hON. JOS 


epht-'bitckimLIm,' 


BOSTON . 


COURIER, INCiOaiNG 



MiHTEE Eddyter :— Our Hosea wiiz down to 
Boston last week, and lie see a crueiin Sarjitnt a 
struttin I'Ovind as popkr aa a hen witli 1 chicking, 
with 2 fellers a drummin and Ufia arter him like 
all n.at«r. the satjunt he tliout Hosea hedn't gut 
his i (eeth cut coa he looked a kindo'a though he'd 
jest com down, so he callated to hook him in, but 
llosy woodn't talte none o' his sarae for all he heii 
much as 20 Rooster's tales stuck onto his hat and 
tenamoBt enuf brass a bobbin up and down on his 
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slioulders and figureed onto liis coat aiid trousia; 
let alone wut uater hed sot in his featei-s, to mate 
a 6 pounder out on. 

Tval, Hosea he com home conEiderahal riled, and 
acteri'd gone to bed I beernHim athraahin round 
like a short-tailed Bull in fli-time. Tlie old Woman 
aes she to me sea ahe, Zekle, ses slie, our Hosee's 
gut the ehoUery or suthin anuther sea alie, don't 
you Bee akeered, aea 1, he'a oney amakin pottery * 
ses i, he'a oilers on hand af that ere busynes like 
Da & martin, and abure enuf, cura momia, Hoay 
he cum down stares fiill ehizzle, hare on eend and 
eote tales flyin, and sot rite of to go reed his varaes 
to Parson Wilhiff hein he haint aney grate shows 
o' took larnin himself, bimaby he eum back and 
Sad the parson wuz draflle tickled with 'em as i 
hoop you will Be, and said tbey wuz True grit. 

Hos#a ses taint hardly ftur to call 'em hian now, 
cos the paraOH kind o' aliolted off sum o' the last 
vaMesi hut he told Hoaea he didnt want to put bis 
ore'in fo tetch to the Roat on 'cm, beiii they wuz 
verry well A3 thay wuz, and then Hoay ses he aed 
eittliin a nuther about Simplex Mundishea or aum 
sech feller, hut I guess Hosea kind o' didn't hear 
him, for I never heam o' nobody o' that name in 
this villadge, and I've lived here man and boy 76 
year cum next tater diggin, ami tliair aint no 
wheres a kitting apryer 'n I be. 
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If you print 'em I wish you'd jest let folks know 
who hosy's father is, tos my ant Keziah used to 
say it's nater to be eurus sea she, she aiot li-vin 
though and he's a likely kind o' lad. 

EZEKIEL BIGLOW. 



Thrash awa^, you'll hev to rattle 

On them kittle-droms o' yourn, — 
Taint a knowin' kind o' cattle 

Thet is kett^hed with mouldy corn ; 
Put in stiff, you fifer feller, 

Let folks see how spry you be, — 
Guess you'll toot tiE you are yeller 

'Fore you gjt ahold o' me ! 

Thet air flag's a leetle rotWn, 

Hope it atnt your Sunday's best ; — 
Fact fit takes a sight o' cotton 

To stuff out a s(M;er's chest : 
Sence we farmers hev to paj^ fei't, 

Ef you must wear humps like these, 
Spomn' you should try salt hay fer't, 

It would du ez slick ez grease. 

TwoulJn't suit them Southun fellers, 

They're a dreffle graspin' set. 
We must oilers blow the bellera 

Wen they want their irons het; 
May be it's all right ez preachin'. 

But my narvra it kind o' grates, 
Wen I see the ovcrreacliin' 

O' them nigger-diiviu' States. 
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Them thet rule iiB, them slave-traders, 
Haint they cut a thunderin' swaHh, 

(Helped by Yankee renegadere,) 
Thru the vartu o' the North 1 



Ez fer war, I call it murder, — 

There yoa hev it plain an' flat 
I don't want to go no furder 



ia broad, 
An' you've gat to git up airly 
Ef you want to take in God. 

Taint your eppyletta an' feathers 

Make the thing a grain more rigl: 
'Taint afoUerin' your bell-wethers 

Will exeusB ye in His sight ; 
Bf yoa take a eword an' dror it, 

An' go atiek a feller thru, 
Guv'ment aint to anan-er for it, 

God '11 send the inll to you. 

Every Sabbath, wet or dry, 
Ef if s right to go amowin' 

Feller-men like oats an' rye ? 
I duano bat wut it's pootj- 

TrMnin' round in bobtiul coats,— 
But it's curus Christian dooty 

This 'ere cuttin' folks's throate. 
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It's a grand gret cemetary 

Fer the bartliriahta of our rat;e ; 

They jest want Ihis Cahforny 
So's to lug new slave-states in 

To abuse ye, an' to acorn ye, 
An' to plunder ye like sin. 

Aint it cute to see a Tankee 

Take sech everlastin' pains, 
All to git thf! Devil's thankee, 

Helpin' on 'em weld their chains ? 
Wy, it's jest ez ulear ez figgers, 

Clear ez one an' one nia^e two 
Chaps thet make black slaves o' nigge 

Want to make wit« slaves o' you. 

Tell ye jest the eend I've come to 

ArCer cipherin' plaguy smart, 
An' it makes a handy sum, ta, 

An^ gump could iarn by heart ; 
Ijaborin" man an' laborin' woman 

Hey one glory an' one shame, 
Ev'y thin' thef s done inhuman 

Injers all on 'em the same. 

'Taint by turnin' out to hack folks 

You're ^oin' to git your right. 
Nor by looSin' down on blaeli folka 

Coz you're put upon by wite ; 
Slavery aint o' nary color, 

'Tiunt the hide diet makes it wus, 
All it fceera fer in a feller 

'S jest to make him fill its pus. 

Want to tackle me in, du ye ? 
I expect you'll hev to wait ; 
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Wen cold lead puis daylight thru ye 

ToTiTl begin to kaWata ; 
'Spose the crowa wun't faU to pickiu' 

All the carkiss from yoTir bones, 
Coz you helped to give a licldn' 

To th^ poor h^-Spanish drones ? 

Jestgo home an* ask our Nancy 

■Wether Pd be sech a goose 
Ez \o jine ye, — guess you'd fancy 

The etamEd bung wuz looae I 
She wants me fer home consumption, 

Let alone the hay's to mow, — 
Efyou're arter folks o' gumption, 

You've a darned long row to hoe. 

Take them editors thet's orowin' 

Like a cockerel three mouths old,— 
Don't ketch any on 'em goin'. 

Though (hey be so blasted bold ; 
Aint they a prime lot o' fellers ? 

'Fore they think on't they will sprout, 
(Like a peach thet's got the yellere,) 

Witt the meanness buslia' out. 



Wal, go 'long to help 'em stealin' 
Bigger pens to cram with slaves. 

Help the men thet's oilers dealin' 
Insnlls on your fathers' graves ; 

Help the strong to grind the feeble, 
Help the many a^n the few, 

" ' ■ ..... ^^^^ pg^i 
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She, thet ougli' to ha' clung fer ever 
In her grand old eade-nest ; 

She thet ough' to ataiid so fearless 

Wiie the wra^iks are round her hurled, 

Holdin' up a beacon peerless 

To tlie oppressed of all the world 1 

Haint they sold jour colored seamen ? 

Haint Uiey made your env'ys wiz ? 
Wufil make ye act £ke freemen ? 

H'lifll gie your dander riz ? 
Come, I'll iell ye wutPm thinkln' 

Is our dooty in this fix. 
They'd La' done 't ez quick ez winkin' 

In the days o' seventy-six. 

Clang the hells in every steeple. 

Call all tj-ue men to disown 
The tradoocers of our people. 

The enslavers o' then' own ; 
Let our dear old Bay State proudly 

Put the trumpet to her mouth. 
Let her ring this messidge loudly 

In the ears of all the South ; — 

" Fll return ye good fer evil 

Much ez we ftail mortils can, 
But I wnn't go help the Devil 

Makin' man the cus o' man ; 
Call me coward, call me traitor. 

Jest ez suits your mean idees, — 
Here I stand a tyrant-hater. 

An' the friend o' God an' Peace 1 " 

Ef I'd my way I hed ruther 

We should go to work an' part, — 
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They take one way, we take t'other, — 
Guess it wouldn't break my heart ; 

Man hed ough' to put asander 

Them thet God liaa noways jined ; 

An' I shouldn't gretly wonder 
Ef tJiere's thouaands o' my mind. 

[The first reoniiting BBrgeant on record I conceiTB M 
hava been tbat individual who is mentioned in the Booli 
of Job es gf^g to and ,^^ in th& earthy and vxdking up tata 
ifoiun ™ it. Bishop Latimer will Imve him to have been 
a bishop, but to me tbat other call ing would appear movo 
coDgenial. The aaot of Cf^ites is not yet extinct, who 
esteemed the first-bom of Adam to be the most worthy, 
not only because of that privilege of primogeniture, but 
inasmnoh as lie was able to overcome and slay his yonugei 
hi-otber. That was a wise saying of the fiimous Marquis 
Pescara to the Papal legate, that il !cas ingHmibkfor men fe 
ien>e Mars and Oirisl at the same than. Yet in time past Uia 
profession of arms was judged to be tacr" Jfojijv that of a 
gentleman, nor does tliis opinion want for strenuous np. 
holders even in our day. Must we suppose, then, thai 
the profession of Christianity was only intended for losels, 
or, a.t best, to afford anopeningfor plefaeian ambitioul 
Or sliall we hold with that nicely metaphysical Pome- 
raiiiaii. Captain Vratz, who was Count Kijuigsmark's chief 
instrument in the murder of Mr. Thymic, that the Scham« 
of Salvation has been arranged with an especial eye la 
t^e necessities of the upper classes, and tbat " God woul J 
coiisldor a genUeiaaa and deal with him suitably to lh» 
condition and profession he had placed him in"? II 
may be said of lis all, Exempto pks quam ratMne mmiiu* 

-a. W.] 
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A LETTER 
;a biglow to 



BIKR, 
SAWIN, 
KBlilMENT. 



[This letter of Mr. Sawin's was not originally written 
inverse. Mr. Biglow, thinking it peculiarly susceptible 
of raalrical adornment, translated it, so tfl speak, into his 
ojvn vemaonlar tongue. .This is not the time to consider 
the question, whether rhyme ha a mode of espreasion 
niitnral to the human nioe. If lebure &om other and 
more important avooations be granted, I will handle the 
matter more at large in an appendix to the present volume. 
In this place I will barely remark, that I have sometimes 
noticed in the nnlangnaged prnttlinp of infants a fond- 
ness for alliteration, assonanoe, and oven rhyme, In which 
natural pi-adisposition" we may trace the tbi-ae degrees 
tln'oagb which our Anglo-Saxon verse rose to Its culmi- 
nation in the poetry of Pope. I would not l>e understood 
as questioning in these remarks that pious theory which 
euppraes that ohjldren, if left entirely to thomselrts, 
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would naturally discoutaa in Hebrew. For this the iiu- 
thoritj of one experimeut la olaimad, and I could, with 
Sir Thomas Browne, desire its esiablishuient, innsmuch 
as the aoquireraent of that saoi'ed tongue would therehj- 

cloBion of Psammeticua to have been m favor of a dinleot 
of the Phrygian. But, beside the chance that a trial of 
this importance would hardly be blessed to a Pagan roon- 
ai«h whose only motive was curiosity, we have on the 
Hebrew side the comparatively recant inTastigation of 
James the Fourth of Scotland. I vr ill add to this pref- 

t y remirfc, that Mr. Sawin, though a native of Janlam, 
has been a stated attendant on the religious exei'- 

ises f V congregation. I consider my humble efforts 
p pe d in that not one of my sheep hath ever indued 
ti w If clothing of war, save for the comparatively 
on t diversion of a militia training. Not tliat my 
& k backward to undergo the hardships of defeiiswe 
■w rf re. They serve cheerftilly in the great army which 
fight nnto death JJi'o arig H^ocis, accoutred with tlie 

I ad th aiie, the plane, the sledge, the spelling-book, 
d th snch effectual weapons against want and 
ignorance and unfhrift. I have tau^t them (under Gfod) 
to eatsem otur bnman institutions as but tents of a night, 
lo be sti'iokan whenever Trulii puts the bugle to her iips 
and sounds a march to the heights of wider-viewed in- 
lelligenoe and more perfect organization .—H. W.] 

MiSTEK BucKiNUM, the iollenn Billet was 
writ hum by a Yung feller of oup town tli%t wuz 
ciBsed fool euuff to goe atrottin inter Miob Chiff 
arter a Drum and fife, it ain t Niter for a feller 
tc let on that he's sick o' any bizness that H« n ent 
intu off his own free will and a OoiJ, but 1 rather 
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) lie's middliii lired o' voluntearin By this 
I bleeve u may put dopendunts on bis 
For I ne^er heered nothin bad on 
lim let Alone his bavin what Piu-son Wilbur cals 
i pongshong for cocktaies, and he ses it wua a 
josbiashun of idees sot him agoin eirter the Crootin 
Salient cos he wore a eooktale onto bis bat. 

his Folks gin the letter to me and i shew it to 
parson Wilbur and he ses it oughter Bee printed. 
5end It to mister Buckinnm, ses he, i don't oilers 
agree with bim, ses be, but by Time,* ses he, I du 
like a feller that (un't a Feared. 

T bave intusspussed a Few refleckshuna hear and 
tbair. We're kind o' prest with Hayin. 
Ewers respecfly 

HOSEA BIGLOW. 



This kind o' sogerin' aint a niite lite our October 

A' chap could clear right out trom there ef 't only 

looked like rainin', 
An' th' Cunnles, tii, could kiver up tbeir sbappoes 

with bandanners. 



BlgJowh^bwn Lodhasty in Attribfl^DgTt Come- Though Time 
be a eomp&iAtiTely Idqoc^jiC p^rsouagu to swesf by, and though 
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All' send the inanes skoodn' to tlie bar-room witli 

tJieir banners, 
(Fear o' gjttin' on 'em spotted,) an' a feller could 

cry quarter 
Ef he flred away his ramrod avter tu much rum an' 

Recollect wut fun we hed, you'n' I an' Ezry 

Hollis, 
Up there to Waltham pliun last fall, along o' the 

Cornwallis ? * 
This sort o' thing aint j'es( like (het, — I wish thet I 

wuz furder,^ — -f 
Nimepunee a day fer killin' folks comes kind o' 

low fer murder, 
(Wy I've worked out to slarterin' some fer Dcacou 

Cephas Billins, 
An' in the hardest times there wuz I oilers tctohed 

ten shillins,) 
There's sutthin' gits into my throat thet makes it 

hard to swaller, 
It conies so naferal to think about a hempen eol- 

It's glory, — but, in spite o' all my tryiu' to git 

callous, 
I feel a kind o' in a cart, aridin' to the gallus. 
But wen it comes to bein' killed,—! tell ye I felt 

streaked 
The fust time 'tevev I found out wy baggonets 

wuz peaked ; 
Here's how it wuz ; I started oat to go to a fan- 

The sentinul he una an' aez, ■ " Thet's furder 'an 
you can go. 
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" IN one o youv Barse, aezi ; sez he, " otan bacK ! 

" Aint you a buster ? " 
Sea I, " I'm up to all tiiet air, I guess IVe ben to 

I know wy sentinuls air sot; you aint agoin' to 

Caleb liaint no monopoly to court the seenoreetas; 

My folks to hum air full ez good ez hisn be, by 
golly ! " 

An' so ez I wuz goin' by, not thinkin' wut would 
folly, 

The everlastjn' cub he stuck his one-pronged pitch- 
fork in me 

An' made a hole right ihm my close ez ef I wuz 

Wal, it boats all how big I felt hoorawin' in ole 

Funnel 
Wen Mister BoUes he gin the sword to our 

Leftenant Cunnle, 
(It's Mister Secondary Bolles," thet writ the prize 

peace essay ; 
Thefs why he didn't list himself along o' us, I 

dessay,) 
An' Ranioul, tu, talked pooty loud, but don't put 

Ms foot in it, 

'"" ■ D sacred thet he's principled 



gh I mysi 



Though I myself can't rightly see it's any wiii 

aehokin' on 'em. 
Than puttin' bullets thru their lights, or with t 

How dreffio slick he i-eelcd it o£f, (Ilia Blitz at oui 
lyceum 
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Ahauliii' I'ibbina from his eiiops so quiet you 

akeorcely see 'em,) 
About the Anglo-Saxon race (an' sasons would 

be handy 
To dii the baryin' down lierc upon the Kio 

Grandy), 
About our patriotic pas an' our star-spangled 

banner, 
in try's bird alookin' on an' sin gin' cut 



An' how he (Mister B. himself) wuz happy fer 

Ameriky, — 
I felt, ez sister Patience sez, a leetle mite hister- 

I felt, I swon, ez though it wuz a dreffle kind o' 

privilege 
Atrarapin' round thru Boston streets among the 

gntter's drivelage ; 
I act'lly thought it wuz a treat to hear a little 

drumnun', 
An' it did bonyfidy seem millanyum wuz aconi- 

Wen all on us got suits (darned like them wore in 

the state prison) 
An' every feller felt ez though all Mexico wuz 



table iA goods Aealtr (aeekon off n chnlch mnybj) a riggin' 
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(Salljllo's Mexican, I blieve, fer wut wo call 

Salt-riyer) ; 
The sort o' trash a fuller gits to eat doos beat all 

I'd giye a year's pay fer a smell o' one good blue- 

The oounttT here thet Mister Bolles declared to be 

Throughout is swaiaiin' with the most alaniun' kind 



a ': talked about delisbis &oots, but then it 'wuz a 

wopper all, 
The boll on't 's mud an' prickly pears, witt bcre 

an' there a ohapparal ; 
You see a feller peekia' out, an', fust you know, a 

lariat 
Is round your throat an' you a copse, 'tore you caw 

say, " Wut air ye at ? " * 
You never see seeh darned gret bugs (it may not 

be irrelevant 
To say I've seen a scaralmus pikdaHuH f big ez a 

year old elephant,) 
The rigiment come up one day in time to slop a 

rod bug 
From rQimiu' off with Cunnle Wright, — 't wuz jest 
•j: leclularius. 



One night 1 started up on eend an' thought I iv 
to hum i^in, 

* tltfse MlsTS are Tarrj proppilly cB,Ued Eouk Heroes, vni 
]-it mla ^' tuii1l>lel>llg " as lie Wntit, but tbt pai-SDn put 
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I heem a torn, thinlta I it's Sol the fishcn'man hea 

come agin, 
His bellowses is sound enough, — ez I'm a livin' 

creeter, 
I felt B. tiing go thru my leg, — tnuz notliin' raoi-e 

*n a, skeeter I 
Then there's the yaUer fever, tu, they call it here 

el vomito,— 
(Come, that wun't du, you iandcrab Ihei-e, I tell ye 

to le' 00 my toa 1 
My gracious! it'a a scorpion thet's took a sbine to 

play with't, 
I darsn't akeer the tarnal thing fer fear ie'd run 

away with't.) 
Afore I come away from hum I bed a strong per- 

Thet Mexicans wom't human beans,* — an ourang 

A sort o' folks a chap could kill an' never dream 

Mo more'n a feUer'd dream o' pigs thet he hed 

hed to slarter; 
I'd an idee thet they were built arter the darkle 

fashion all. 
An' kiekin' colored folks about, you know, 'b a 

kind o' national ; 
But wen I lined I wornt so wise ez thet sur queen 

o' Sbeby, 
Fer, come to look at 'em, they aint much diff'T'cnt 

from wut we be, 
An' here we air ascrou^n' 'em out o' tliiv ova 

domiuionB, 
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All' walk him Spanish cleao right out o' all bis 

I homes an' houses ; 
Will, it doo3 Keera a curus ■way, but then Jiooraw 

fer Jaoksoii ! 
It iiiiist be right, fer Caleb sez it's rog'lav Anglo- 

'Ilio Mex'cans don't fight fair, they say, they piz'n 

al! the water. 
An' du amazin' iofs o' -things tJief isn't wut they 

ough' to; 
Bein' they haint no lead, (bey make their bullets 

out o' topper 
All' shoot the darned things at as, tn, with Caleb 

sea aint proper; 
lie sez they'd ough' to stan' right up an' let us pop 

(Guess wen ho ketches 'em at thet he'll hev to git 

up airly,) 
Thet our nation's bl^er'a theirn an' so its rights 

air bigger. 
An' thet il^s all to make 'em free thet we air piillm' 

Thet Anglo Saxondom's idee's abreakin' 'cm to 

An' thet idee's thet every man doos jest wut he 

damn pleases ; 
Ef I don't make his meanin' clear, perhaps in some 

respex I can, 
I know thet "every man" don't mean a nigger or 

a Mexican ; 
An' there's another thing I know, an' thet is, ef 

to SiativpjiMii 
i...,o.„.Cuuyle 



1 Centre fer to argify- ; 



This goin' mare glory w^to je haint one j^reeable 

An' ef it wom't fer wakin' snakes, I'd home a^n 

short meter ; 
O, wouldn't I be off, quick titne, eft worn't thet 

They'd let the daylight into mo to pay me fer 

desartia ! 
I don't approve o' tellia' tales, but jest to jou I 

may state 
Our ossifevs aint wut they muz afore they left the 

Bay-state ; 
Then it waz " Mister Sawin, sir, you're middlin' 

well now, be ye ? 
Stop up an' take a nipper, sir; Tm dreffle glad to 

Bee ye " ; 
But now it's " Ware's my eppylet? here, Sawin, 

step an' fetch it ! 
An' mind your eye, be thund'rin' spry, or, damn 

ye, yon shall keteb it ! " 
Wal, ea tlie Doctor sez, some pork will bile so, but 

by mighty, 
Ef I hed some on 'em to hum, I'd give 'em linkum 

vity, 
I 'd play the rogue's march on their hides an' other 

music follerin' 

But I must close my letter here, fer one on' em's 

ahollerin'. 
These Anglosaxon ossifers, — wal, taint no use 

ajawin', 
Fm safe enlisted fer the war, 
Yoiirn, 

BIllDOPEEDOM SAWIN. 
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[ThOBe have not been wantiiis (ob, indeed, wlien h[itli 
Satan bean to seek for attorneys?) who iuive maintnincd 
tliat our late inroad upon Mexico was undertaken, not so 
Tnncli foe the avenging of any nationnl qnnrrei, as for the 
spreading of free institutionssndof ProteBtautisni. Caiiila 
nix (SjofrUB Aalicyrii medaida! Verily I admire' that no 
pious sergeant among thase new Cmsadera beheld Martin 
Lutlier riding at the front of the host upon a tamed 
pontifloal bull, as, in that foi'naer invasion of Mesieo, the 
zealous Gomara (spawn UiongU he were of the Scarlet 
Woman) was favored with a vision of St. Jamea of Com- 
posCella, skewering tjie infidels upon his apostolical lance. 
We read, also, that Richard of the lion heart, having- gone 
to Palestine on a Bimilar errand of mercy, was divinely 
enconraged to cut the ^iroats of such Paynims as refused 
to swallow the bread of life Idonbtless that thayni^ht 
be Ihsraafter incapacitated fbr swallowing the filthy 
gobbets of Mahonnd) by angeb of heaven, who cried to 
the liing and his knights, — Seignem-s, iaee ! Uiezl provi- 
dentially using Ihe French tongue, as being the only one 
nnderstood by their auditors. This wonld argne fbr the 
pantogiottism of these celestial intelligences, while, on 
tlie other hand, the Devil, tejfc Cottoo Matlier, is unversed 
in certain of the Indian dialects. Yet must ha be a 
semeiologist the most expert, making himself intelligible 
to every people and kindred by signs; no other discourse, 
indeed, being needful, than sttoh as the maokecel-fisher 
holds with his finned quarry, who, if other bait be want- 
ing, can by a bare bit of white rag at the and of a string 
captivate those foolish fishes. Such piscatorial oratory 
is Satan cunning in.. Before one he trails a hat and 
feather, or a bare feather without a hat; before another, 
a Presidential chsur, or a tidowaiter's stool, or a pulpit in 
the city, no matter what. To us, dangling there over our 
beads, they saom junkets dropped out of the seventh 
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liBiiven, aop3 dipped in neotai-, bnt, once in our mouths, 
tbey ate nil one, bits of fnzzy cotton. 

This, liowevar, by Ihs way. It is time now rewcare 
gradam. While so many miracles of this sort, voaclied 
by ejewitnessea, liavs enooui-aged the arms of Papists, 
not to speak of EoheUceus at Marathon and those Dhecwi 
(whom we must conclude imps of the pit) who sundry 
times captained the pagan Roman soldiery, it is shiuiRe 
that our first Ameiicon cmsada was not in some snch 
wise also signalized Tet it is said that the Lord hatli 
manifestly pi oapered onr armies. This opens the ques- 
tion, vrhsther when our hands are strengthened to raaka 
great slaughtei of our enemies, it be ntiaolutely and 
demonstratively certain that this might is added to us 
from above or whether soma Potentate from an opposite 
quartei may not have a finger in it, as there ara few pice 
into which his meddling digits ace not thrust. Woold the 
Sanotifier and Setter apart of tha seventh day have 
assisted in a viokiiy gained on the Sabbath, as was one 
in tha late war? Or has. that day become lass an object 
of his especial cave since the year 169T, when so manifest 
a providence oconrrad to Mr. William IVowbridge, In 
answer to whoso prayers, when he and all on shipboard 
with him wei'o starving, a dolphin was sent daily, " which 
was enouf^ to serve 'em; only on Sa^rdaija they still 
catohad a couple, and on the LarcPi Do/gi they oould catch 
none at all" ? Haply they might have been permitted, 
by ivay of mortification, to talte some few sculpins (those 
banes of the sfdt-watar angler), which unseemly fish 
would, moreover, have conveyed to them a symbolical 
reproof for their breach of the day, being known in the 
rude dialect of our mariuers as (ktpe Cod Gergyffien. 

It has boen a refreshment to many nice consciences to 
know aiat our Chief Magistrate would not regard wllti 
eyes of approval the (by many Bsteemed) sinfiil paotima 
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of dancing, und I own myaelf to be 60 for of that mind, 
that I eould not bnt set my face against this MesiooQ 
Poika, though danoed to tlie Preeidential piping with a. 
Gubematorifd second. If ever the country should be 
Es[z9d with another anch niaaia de pi^agiaidS ^<le, I 
tliink it would be wise to fill onr bombshells with altsr- 
natfl coplo? of the Cambridge Platform and the Thirty- 
nine Articles, which would produce a mixture of the 

cannon-balls in a leaf of tlie New Testament the reading 
of which is denied to those who Bit in the darkness of 
Pnpary. Those iron evangelists would thus be able to 
disseminate vital religion and Gospel truth in quarters 
iniiccessible to the ordinary misBlonary. I have Been 
lads, unimpregnsta with the more sublimated pnnctilions- 
ness of Walton, eeonre piokerel, taking their unwary 
liesla beneath the lily-pads too nigh the snrfaoe, with a 
gun and smaJl shot. Why nol, than, since gunpowder 
was unknown in the time of the Apostles (not to enter here 
npon the question whether it were diseoverfld befors that 
period by liie Chinese), suit onr metaphor to the age in 
which we live, and say ihwlers as well as jfjfte™ of men? 
I do much fear that we shall be seized now and than 
with a Protastant forvor, as long as we have neighbor 
J^aboths whose wailowings in Papistleal mit^ excite our 
horror hi exact proportion to the size and desiraMenesa 
of then: vineyards. Yet I rejoice that some earnest 
Fi'otestants have been made by this war, — T mean those 
who protasted agfdnst it. Fewer they were than I could 
wish, for one might imagliie Aineiica to ha™ bean col- 
onized by a tribe of those nondescript African animals 
ilie Aye-Ayes, so dilBcult a, word is No to us all. There 
is some malformation or defect of the voosJ organs, which 
cither prevents our uttering it at all, or gives it so thick 
1 prauunclation .13 to be uuintolllgiblc. A mouth filled 
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with the national pnddiiig, or watariiig in BxpoctatLon 
thereof, ia wholly incompetent to tliia refractory mono- 
syllable. An abject and herpetic Public Opinion ia the 
Pope, the Anti-Christ, for us to protest against e carda 
c(rrShim. And 'by what College of Cardinals is thia our 
God's-viosT, our binder and looser, elected ? Very like, 
by the eaored oonoIaTe of Tag, Eag, and Bobtail, in tlie 
graoions atmo^phfre of the grog-ahop. Yet it ie of this 
that ve muat all be puppete. Thle thumps t^e pnlpit- 
cnshion, Ihifl guides the editor's pea, tliia wags the 
senator s tongue This decides what Scriptures are 
cnnomoi^, and alraffiea Christ away into the Apooryplia. 
Acoordmg to that sentence fathered upon Solon, OWa 
iiiliDUiov KOK^ kpxerai dTkoJ' kKocTif}. Tbie unclean spirit 
IB skilful to asTOmeiorious shapes. I have fcnowiiitto 
enter my own study and nudge my elbow of a Saturday, 
under the semblmioe of a wealthy niember of my con- 
gregation. It were a great blessing, if every pertionlar 
of what in the sum we call popular sentiment oonM 
carry about the name of its manufaotarer stamped legibly 
Jipon it. I gave a stab under the fifth rib to that pestilent 
fiillaoy, — " Our country, right or wrong,"^ — by tracing its 
original to a apeech of Ensign Cllley at a dinner of the 
BungCown Fenoibles.— H. W.] 
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the general mind 

n) U n that large type 

whit,h all men can read at sight, niunely, the life und 

cliarooter, the sayings and doings, of partionlar persons. 

It is one of the cnnnuigest fetches of Satan, that he nerar 

exposes himself dii-eotly to onr arrows, but, still dodging 

behind this neighbor or that aoijuaintanoe, compels us 

to wound him through them, if at all. He holds our 
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affections aa hosta^s, the wll^^e lis patches up a trace 

Meanwhile, lat as not forget that the aim of the true 
satirist is not to be severe upon peraona, but only upon 
fulsehood, and, as Truth and Falsehood start from tha 
eame point, and sometimes even go along together for a 
little way, his bnaineas ia to follow the path of the latter 
aftei- it divergss, snd to show her floundeiing in the bog 
at tlie end of it. j Truth is quite beyond the reach of 
satire. There ia bo bravo a simplicity in her, that she can 
no more be made ridiculous than an oak or a pine..; The 
danger of the satirist ia, that continual use may deaden 
his aeneibility to the force of language. He beoomes 
mora and mare liable to stalks harder than he knows or 
intends. He may be cai'eful to put on hb bosinji-^loyea, 
and yet forget, thnt, the oldei- they grow, the more plainly 
may the knuckles inside be felt. Moreover, in the heat 
of contest, the eye is insensibly drawn to the crown of 
victory, wiiose tawdry tinsel glitters through that dust 
of the ring which obsourea Truth's wreath of ahnple 
leares. I have sometimes thought tint my young friend, 
Mr. Biglow, needed a monitory luind Isud on his arm,^ — 
aligniil sujlammiaidus eral, I have never tbotight it good 
husbandry to watei' the tender plants of i-eform with agaa 
Jortia, yet, where so much is to do in the beds, he were 
a sorry gardener who should wage a whole day's war with 
an iron scuffia on those ill weeds that make the garden- 
■nalke of life unsightly, when a sprinkle of Attic salt will 
wither them np. £il an etiam makiSceBiH, says Scaliger, 
and truly it is a hard thing to say where the gTHcafnl 
gentleness of the lamb merges in downright aheepishiiess- 
■\Ve may conclude with wortliy and wise Dr. Fuller, that 
" one may be a lamb in private wrongs, but in hearing 
general affronts to goodness they are nases ivbioh ore not 
lions."— H. W.] 
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GuYENEE B. is a sensible man ; 

He Btays to bis home an' looks arter 
He draws his furrer ez straight ez he <: 

An' info nobody's tatei'-patch pokes 
But John P. 



Hez he wunt vote fer Guvener B. 

My ! aint it terrible ? Wut shall we du ? 

We ean't never choose him, o' ooui-se, — thet's flat ; 
Guess we shall hev to come round, (don't you?) 
An' go in fer thunder an' guns, an' all that ; 
Fer John P. 
Kobinson he 
See he wunt vote fer Guvener B. 

Gineral C. is a dreffle smart man : 

He's ben on all sades thet give plates or pelf; 
But eonsisteney still wuz a part of his plan, — 
He's ben true to one party,— an' thet ]S himself; — 
So John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 

Gineral C. he goes in fer the war ; 

He don't vaJly principle more'n an old end ; 
Wut did God make ua raytiooal ereeturs fer. 
Bat gloiy an' gunpowder, plunder an' blood? 
So John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C. 

We were gittin' on nicely up here to our village. 

With good old idees o' wut's right an' wut aint. 

We kind o' thought Chiist went agin war an' pil- 
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An' thet eppyletts worn't the best mavk of a saivit 
But John P. 
BobiDson lie 
Sez this kind o' thing's* an exploded idee. 

The side of our country must oilers be took, 

An' Presidnnt Polk, you know, he is our country 
An' the angel thet writes all our sins in a book 
Puis the debit to him, an' to us the per contry ; 
An' John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez this is his view o' the thing to a T. 

Parson Wilbur he ealis all these ai^imunta lies ; 
Sez they're nothin' on idrth but jest fee, /aw, 

An' thet all this big talk of our destinies 
■ Is half on it ignorance, an' t'other half rum ; 
But John P. 
Robinson ho 
Sez it aint no sech thing; an', of course, eo 



Parson Wilbur sez he never heerd in his life 

Thet th' Apostles ri^ed out in their swaller-tail 

An' marehed round in front of a drum an' a fife, 
To git some on 'em office, an' some on 'em votes ; 
But John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez they didn't know everythin' down in 
Judee. 

WiJ, it's a marcy we've gut folks to tell us 

'J'he rights an' the wrongs o' these matters, ] 

God sends country lawyers, an' other wise fellers, 
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To start tl:e world's team won it gits in a slough ; 
Fer John P. 
Eobinaon he 
Sez the worldll go right, ef he hollers out Gee 1 

[The attentive I'eader will doubUess have peiiieived. in 
the foregoing poem an allnsion to thnt pai'nicionB senti- 
ment, — " Onr oonntty, riglit or wrong," It it nn abuse 
of language to oall a certain portion of i&nd, much more, 
certain persanogee, elevated for the time being to high 
Etation, our country. I would not sever nor loosen a 
BiiiRls one of those ties by which we are united to the 
spot of onr birth, nor niinish by a tittle the respect due lo 
the Magistrate. I love our own Bay State too well to do 
file one, and as for the other, I liave myself for nigh forty 
years exercised, however unworthily, the function of 
Justice of the Peace, having been called therelc by the 
unsolioitod kindness of that most excellent man and up- 
riglit patriot, Caleb Strong. PatHa fiama isne alteno 
!^lculellliol■ is best qnnJItied with lius,— Ubi libei-tas, ibt 
]i(Ui-ia. We are iuhabilaiits of two worlds, and owe a 
double bnt not a divided, allegiance. In virtue of our 
clay, this liBle ball of earth esacls a certain loyalty of 
us, while, in our oapaoily as spirits, we are admitted 
citizens of an hivisible and holier fatherland. There is a 
patriotism of the soul whose claim absolves ns Irom oar 
other and terrene fealty. Onr true country is that ideal 
realm wliioh we represent to mirselves under the names 
of rehgion, dtity, and the like. Our terrestrial organiza- 
tions are but fai>off approaches to so fair a model, and 
all they are verily tridtors who resist not any attempt to 
divert them from tills their original intendment. When, 
therefore, one would have us to fling np our caps and 
!hont with the multit^ide, — " Our cmmtr^, homecer 
iimnded! " he demands of -us that wo sacrificB the larger 
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to the less, the higher Co the lower, and that we yield to 
the iraa^muy olainiB of a few acras of soil our dnty and 
privilege as liegemen of Truth. Our true conutry is 
bounded on the north and the sonth, on the east and tha 
■west, by Justice, and when she ovetalaps that invisible 
bonndary-liuo by so much as a Imir^s-brsadth, she ceases 
to be our motoer, and ohooaes rathar to be looked upon 
gaasi tiotiet^ca^ That b a hard choice, when our earthly 
love of country calls upon os to tread ona path and our 
duty points us to another. We must make as noble lind 
becoming an election as did Penelope between Icarius and 
Dlyssas. Veiling onr faces, we must take silently the 
hand of Duty to follow her. 

Shortly after the pnbUcation of the foregoing poem, 
thers appeared some comments upon it in one of tha 
public prints whioh seemed to call for animadversion. I 
accordingly addressed to Mr. Buckingham, of tha Boston 
Courier, the following letter. 

Jaalam, NoVenibar 4, 1845. 
" To Ihe Edilor of the Couner .- 

" Eespkoted Sie, — Calling at the post-oflice this 
morning, our worthy and efficient postmaster olfered for 
my perusal a paxngraph in the Boston Morning Post of 
the Sd instant, wherein certain efi^iaions of tha pastoral 
muse are attributed to the pen of Mr. James Bussell 
Lowell. For aught I know or can affirm to tha oontcarj', 
this Mr. Lowell may be a veiy deserving person and a 
youth of parts (though I have seen versas of his which I 
could never rightly understand); and if he be snob, he, I 
am certain, as wall as T, would he &ee from any pro- 
clivity to appropriate to himself whatever of credit (or 
discredit) may honestly belong to another. I am confl- 
dent, that, in penning tiieea few lines, I am only fore- 
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stHlling a diaolaimer from that young geijtlemnn, whoso 
BiiBiicB hitherto, when vumoc poiated to himwanl, lias 
OjLcited in my boaom miuglod erooHoxis of sorrow nnd 
suppiise. Well may my youjig parishioner, Mr. Eigloiv, 



tlioMgli, in saying this, I would not oonvay the improsaion 
that he is a proficient in the Latin tongue, — the toogue, I 
lui^ht add, of a Horace and a Tully. 

" Mr. B. does not employ his pan, I can safely sbj, for 
Biiy lucre of worldly gain, or to be exalied by the oamal 
plaudits of man iKgito jBOHstrni'i, &i}. He does not wait 
upon Providence for marcies, and in his haart mean 
merces. Bnt I Blionld esteem myself ss verily deficient 
in my duty (who am hia friand nnd in some unworthy 
sort his spiritual Ji^ia Aehatee, &o.). If I did not 9tep 
forward to claim fbr Mm whateToc maasm-e of applause 
might be assigned to him ijy the judicious. 

"If this were a, fitting oooaaion, I might Tentm-a hara a 
brief dissert^ion touchiug the mannar and kind of my 
young friend's poetry. Bnt I dubitate whether this ab- 
strnaer sort of speonlation (though Bnlivanad by some 
apposite instances tVom Aristoplianes) would snffioiantfy 
intarest your oppidan readers. As regards their aatiriool 
tone, and their plainness of spseoh, I will only say, Uiat, 
in my pastoral experience, I have found that the Arch- 
Enemy loses nothing better tjian to be treated as a 
religious, moml, and intellaotnai being, and that tiiare ia 
no apnge SaSianaa! so potent aa ridicule. Bat it is n 
kind of weapon tlial; must have a butlon of good-nature 
on Iha point of it. 

" The productions of Mr. B. have been stigmatised in 
some quarters as unpatriotic ; but I can vouch that lio 
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iia6iiig, BtfachmenC which springs troni an Intimate social 
intaroonrae of many years' ataadiiig. In the ploughing 
season, no one h»s a deeper shore in the weH-being of the 
country than he. If Dean Swift were right in sajing 
that he who maltea two blades of grass guow where ona 
grew l>3for6 confers a greater benefit on the state than ho 
who talieth a city, Mr. B. might exhibit a fiilrar oiaim to 
the Presidency than Genei'al Scott himself. I think that 
some of those disinterested lovers of the hard-handed 
democracy, whose fingers haie never touched any thing 
rougher than the dollars of our ooraraoa country, would 
hesitate Co compare palms with him. It would do your 
heart good, respected Sir, to see that young man mow. 
He cut« a cleaner and wider swartii than an; in this 

" But it is time for me to be at my Post. It ia v^ry 
cleai: that my young friend's shot has struck the lintel, 
for the Post is shaken [Amoa is. 1). The edit™ of that 
pAper is e- strenuous advocate of the Mexican war, and a 
Golono], Bs I am given to understimd. I presume, that, 
hemg neoessarily absent in Mexico, he has left his jonmal 
in some less judicious hands. At any rate, the Post has 
been too swiii on this occasion. It conld hardly have 
cited B, more incontrovertible line from any poem than 
that whioh it has selected for animadversion, namely, — 

' Wa bind 0' thot^ht ChrL^t weut a^n war an' pill^^.' 
" If the Post maintains the converse of tiiis proposition, 
it can hardly he considered as a safe guide-post for the 
moral and religious portions of its party, however niuny 
other excellent qualities of a post it may be blessed with. 
There ia a sign in London on which is painied,— ' The 
Green Man. ' It would do very well as a portrait of any 
individual who wonld support so unscripttiral a thesis. 
,\b i-egards the language of the line in question, I am bold 
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to eiiy that He who readeth the hearts of man will not 
;iooouut sny dialect unseemly which conveys a eouiid 
and pious sentiment. I could wish tliat snch seatimeuts 
were more oommon, hnwevar uncontiily exprcssad. Saint 
Ambrose affirms, tliat mritm a jaoeBiijue [why not, tbea, 
gwimodocimque t) iKcoiiu-, a apiWiu bojicM eat. Digest also 
tliia of Baxter : — ' The plainest words are the most prolit- 
able oratory in the weightiest matters.' 

" When the paragraph in question was shown to Mi'. 
JJiKlow, the only pai-t of it which seamed to give him any 
dissatisfaction was that which classed him with the Whig 
pai'ty. He says, that, if resolutions are a nourishing kind 
of diet, that parly must lie in a very hearty and flourish- 
iiig condition! for "i^t they have qnietly eaten more 
good ones of their own baking tlian he could have con- 
ceived to be possible without i-epletion. He has been for 
some years past (I regret to say) an ardent opponent of 
tJiose sound doctrines of protective policy which fonn so 
promment a portion of the creed of f hiW; party. 1 confess, 
that, in some discussions which I have had with him oo 
this point in my study, he hss displayed a vein of obsti- 
nacy which I had not hitherto deteoted in his composition. 
Ha is also {herreaco referent) uiffected in no small measure 
with the peculiar notions of a print called the Liberator, 
ivhose heresies I take every proper opportunity of com- 
buting, and of which, I thank God, I have never read a 

" I did not see Mr. B.'s verses until they appeared in 
piint, and there is certainly one thing in them which I 
consider highly improper. I allude to the pai'sonai refei'- 
eiicas to myself by name. To confer notoriety on nn 
humble individual who is laboring quietly in his vocation, 
and who keeps Ms cloth as iVee as he can from the dust 
of the political arena (though tae ntthi as won eitanjefizn- 
veni), is no doubt iui mdcooniin. The sentiments which 
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department of your instructive jonmal. By omittiDg the 
ndTartisemeata, it might easily be got within the limits 
of a single namber, and I ventnre to insure you the sale 
of some Bcoras of copies in this town. I will oheerfiilly 
render myself roBponsibla for ten. It might possibly be 
Bdvsntflgeous to bsua it ita an eafi-a. But perhaps you 
will not esteem it an object, and I will not press it. My 
offer does not spring from any weak desire of seeing my 
name in print; for 1 can enjoy this satisfaction at any 
time by tummg to the Triennial Catalogue of the Uni- 
versity, where it also possesses that added emphasis of 
Jtalios with which those of mj colling are distinguished. 
" I wonld simply add, that I continue to fit Ingenuous 
youth for collage, and that 1 have two spacious and airy 
sleeping apartments at this moment unoeoupled. ingm- 
tms didiciise, &o. Tern^, which vary according to the 

tion to me by letter, post paid. In all cases tlia lad wiU 
be expected to fetoh his own towels. This rule, Mrs. W. 
desires me to add, hss no exceptions. 

" Eeapectfnllv, yonr obedient servant, 

" HOMEE WILBUR, A. M. 

" P. S. Perhaps the last paragi'nph may look like itn 
Bttempt to obtain the insertion of my circular gratui- 
t«nsly. K it shoidd appear to you in that li^t^ I desire 
that you would erase it, or chai^ for it at the usual 
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filter, and deduct the amount from the proceeds in your 

printed. My oiroulac is omoli Jongec luid more explicit, 
and will be forwnrded without ohei^ to any who mtiy 
dissire it. It has been very neatly executed on a letter 
stieet, by a very deserving printer, who attends upon my 
miniEtry, and is a. creditable Bpeoimen of the typographic 
i^rt. I have one hung over m^ mantelpiece in a neat 
finniB, where it makes a beantifol and apprepriote oma- 
niaiit, and baituioes the profile of Mrs. W,, out with her 
toes by the young lady bom without ai-ms. H. W." 

I 1 ttve m the fbiegumg Iftfer mentioned General Scot! 
J connection » ith the Presidency, because I have bean 
f! vcn to understind that he has blown to pieces and 
otherwise ^.auted to be destroyed more Mexicans than 
1 \ other oommindei His olaim would therefore be 
d sBrvedly co sidere 1 Ihe strongest. Until aocuvate re- 
tu US of tlie Mexicans Itilled, wounded, and maimed be 
obtained, it will be difficult to settle these nice points of 
precedence. ■ Should it prove that any other offloBv Iiqb 
bten more meritorious and destructive than Gelieral S., 
ajid has thereby rendered himself more woi-thy of the 
confidence and support of the oonaervativo portion of 
our community, I shall cheerfully insert his name, instead 
of that of General 8., in aftiture edilion. It maybe 
thought, liiiewise, that Qenerol S. has invalidated Ms 
chiims by too much attention to the decencies of apparel, 
and the habits belonging to a gentleraiui. Those. abstrnser 
points of stateamansliip are beyond my scope. I wonder 
not tliat successful military achievement should attraot 
the admiration of tlie multitude. Rather do I i-ejoice 
with wonder to behold how rapidly this sentiment is 
losing its hold upon the popular mind. It Is related of 
rhoiiias Warton, tlic second of tliat honored name who 
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B, d urn and fife, the aonnd of irhioh in- 

w uld be sure to draw the Doctor fcom 

t th street. We are all moi'e m less 

martial iusnutty. Neecio qad dujcedine 



mil tary tlms nst thro h h t I p -i an 

ov d 1 to 1 d lity t th fi 1 1 ml ts 

■will m times dl 1 g th rarar d I lui t 1 t 
adm «, wh I I d pi th t li d ti f those 
heroic officers Sen ! mas mn I as m If 

during the 1 t war with G tBt.m,hpl f 
regiment, whhwfrtotly lldt t 

militarj duty. I mention this circumstance with regret 
rather than pride. Had I been summoned to actual vf»v- 
Jlire, I trust that I might have been alrengthened to hear 
myself after the miuiner of that reverend father in oui 
Hew England Israel, Dr. fletynmin Colman, who, as we 
are told in Turell'a life of him, when the vessel in which 
he had taken paasnge for England whs attacked by a 
Fi-ench priTateer, " fought like a philosopher and a Chris- 

tlaa, and prayed all the while he charged and fii'ed " 

As this note la already long, I shall not here ejiter npon a 
discussion of the question, whether Ghristians may law- 
fnlly be soldiers. I think it snaiojently evident, that, 
during the first two centuries of the CbriBtiau era, at 
least, the two professions were esteemed incompatible. 
Consult Jortin on this head.— H. W.] 
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name, albeit the waters nndergo no change, how amall 
Boever. There is, moreover, a trath of flotlon more vera- 
oious than the truth of fact, as that of the Poet, which 
represents to na tbings nnd events as thejr ougiit to bo, 
rsther than servilely copies them as they are imperfectly 
Imaged in the crooked and smoliy glass of oar mundane 
affairs. It is this which malces the spesch of Antonius, 
thongh originally spoken in no wider a tbmm than the 
brain of Sliakspeftre, moi'e historically valuable than that 
other which Appian has reported, by as muoli as the un- 
derstanding of the Englisliman was more comprahensive 
than that of the Alexandrian. Mr. Biglow, in the prasnnt 
bitance, has only made nse of a license assumed tiy all 
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tlie bistorians of sintiquitj, who put into the mouths of 
TBTioua oha)itolara such words as seem to them most 
fittiug to the ooonsion and to the speaker. If it be ob- 
jected that no suoh orntion ooold ever have been 
delivered, I answer, that thei'e are tew assemblages for 
Bpeeoh-Qiafcing which do not batter dsBerva ths title oi 
i'oi-SaweiUum iidocioria/i than did the sixth PRrliaiiiert 
of Henry the Foorth, and that men atiU continue to have 
as much faith in the Oracle of Foole as aver Pantiigrual 
had. Howell, in his letters, recounts a merry bile of a 
oerloin ambassador of Queen Elizabeth, wlio, having 
written two letters, one to her Majesty and the other to 
his wife, du'eofed them at orosa-purpoaea, so that the 
Quesn was heduckcd and bedeared and requested to send 
a change of hose, and the wil^ was bepvlnoessed and 
otherwise unwontadly hesnperhitived, till the one feared 
for tha wits of her ambassador, and the other foi' those 
of her husbaad. In like manner it may be prasntned that 
our speaker has misdirected some of his thoughts, and 
given to the whole theatre what he would have wished 
to confide only to a select auditory at the back of the 
curtain. For it is seldom that we cau get any &niik 
utterance from men, who address, for the most part, a 
Buncombe either It) this world or the next. As for theu' 
audiences, it may be truly said of our people hat they 
enjoy one political institution ia common with tl eano ant 
Athenians: I mean a oertain profitless kind oT oUr cm 
wlierewith, nevectheless, they saem hitherto well enough 
content. For in Presidential elections, and other affai-' 
of the sort, whereas I observe that the ogaUri f 11 to the 
lot of comparatively few, the ^elle (such as the pr vi 
leges of voting as they are told to do by the oaCivoo i afijre- 
BBid, and of huzzaing at public maetingB) are verv 1 be -ally 
dlstiibuted among the people, as being their p as ptiva 
and quite sufllcient portion. 
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Tho occnsion of the speech is supposed to Ije Mv. I'al- 
tVeya retnsal to Toto for the Whig candidate foe the 
Speiikavahip.— H. W.] 

No ? Hez he I He haint, though ? Wut ? Voted 

a^in him ? 
Ef the bird of our coantry could ketch him, she'd 

skin him ; 
I seem'a though I see her, with wrath in each quill, 
Like a chancery lawyer, afllin' her Irili, 
An' grindin' her talents ez sharp ez all nater. 
To pounce like a writ on the hack o' the traitor. 
Foi^ive me, my friends, ef I seem to he het, 
But a crisis like this must with vigor be met ; 
Wen an Arnold the star-spangled hanner be- 

Holl Fourth o' Julys seem to hile in my veins. 

Who ever'd ha' thought sech a pisonous rig 
Would be run by a chap thet wua chose fer a 

Wig? 
" We kuowed wut his principles wue 'fore we sent 

Wut wuK tlier in them from this vote to prevent 

A mareiful Providunce fashioned us holler 
O' purpose thet we might our principles awaller ; 
It can hold any quantity on 'em, the belly can, 
An' bring 'em up ready fer use like the peUcan, 
Or more like the kangaroo, who (wich is stranger) 
Puis her family into Tier pouch wen there's dan- 

Alnt principle precious ? then, who 's goin' to use 

^Ven there 's resk o' some chap's gittin' up to abuse 

1 can't lell tlie wy on't, but nothin' is so suri! 
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Sriauiple kind o' gila spiled by exposare ; • 
et lets all sorta o' folks git a sight oa't 
1 hev it all took right away, every mife 



He aint one it's fit to trust nothin* so nice to. 

Besides, ther's a wonderful power in latitude 
To shift a man's morril relations an' attitude; 
Some flossifera think thet a fakkilty's granted 
The minnit it's proved to be thorough^' Tsantecl, 
Thet a change o' demand makes a change o' eon- 

An' thet everythin" 's notbin' except by position ; 
Ez, fer instance, thet rubber-trees fust begun 

bearin.' 
Wen p'litikle conshunces come into wearin', — 
Thet the fears of a monkey, whose holt chanced 

tof^l, 
Drawed the vertibry out to a prehensile tail ; 
80, wen one's chose to Congriss, ez soon ez he's 

A collar grows right round his neck in a minnit, 
An' sartin it is thet a man cannot be strict 
In bein' himself, wen he g^ts to the Deestrict, 
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Fer a coat thet sets wal here in ole MasBachusetts, 
Won it gits on to Waahinton, somehow askew sets. 

Resolves, do you say, o' the Springfield ConTen- 

Thet's pereisely the pint I was goin' to mention ; 
Resolves tur a thing we most gen'ally keep ill, , 
They're a cheap End o' du8t fer the eyes o* the 

people ; 
A parcel o' delligits jest get together 
All' ehat fer a spell o' the crops an' the weather, 
Then, comin' to order, they sqaahble awile 
An- lei off the speeches they're ferfiil '11 spile ; 
Then— Resolve,^ — Thet we wunt hev an inch o* 

slave territory ; 
Thet Pi-esident Polk's holl perceedins Mr very 

Thct the war is a damned war, an' them thet en- 
list in it . 
Should hev a cravat with a dreffle tight twist in 

Thet the war is a war fer the spreadin' o' slavery ; 
Thet our army desarves our best thanks fer thwr 

bravery ; 
Tlict we're the original friends o' the nation, 
All the rest dir a paltiy an' base fabricaljon ; 
Tliet we highly respect Messra. A, B, an' C, 
An' ea deeply despise Messrs. E, F, an' G. 
In tliis way they go te the eend o' the chapter, 
An' then mey bust out in a kind of a raptur 
About thdv own vartoo, an' fblks'a stone -blindness 
To the men thet 'ould acdlly do 'em a kindness, — 
The American eaglei — the Pilgrims thet landed, — 
Till on ole Plymouth Eock they git finally stranded. 
Wal, the people they listen and say, " Thefs the 

Ez fer Mexico, t'aint no great glory to lick it. 
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But 'twould l)e a darned shame to go pullin' a 

trkgefs 
To extena the aree of abuain' the niggors." 

So they marcli in perceasiona, an' git up tooraws, 
All' tramp thru the mud fer the good o the cause, 
An' think they're a. kind o' fulfilhn' the prophecies, 
Wen they're on'y jest cliangin' the holders of 



une numougs vieiorous, an loiiier aeieacea, 
Each honnable doughface.^ts jest wut he axes, , 
An' the people — their annooa! soft-sodder ai 



Now, to keep unimpaired all these glorious feeturs 



Thet give every paytriot all he can cram, 
Thet oust the untrustworthy Presidunt Flam, 
And Btick honeat Fresidunt Sham in his place. 
To the manifest gain o' the holl hmnan race, 
An' to some inderridgewals on't in partickler, 
Who love PubUc Opinion au' know how to tici 



I'm willin' a man should go tollable strong 
A^n wrong in the abstract, fer thet kind o' w 
Is oilers unpop'lar an' never git£ pitied, 
Because it's a crime no one never committed ; 
But he mus'n't be hard on partickler sins, 
Coz then hell be kickin' the people's own shin 
Oa'y look at the Demmercrats, see wut the 

Jest simply by stvckin' together like fun ; 
They've sucked us right into a mis'able war 
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Thet no ono on airth aint responsible tbi- ; 
They've nm ua a hundred cool millions in debt, 
(An' fer Demmercrat HomerB ther'a good plums 

left yet ;) 
They talk agin tajxiffs, bat act fer a high one, 
An' so coax all parties to build up their Zion ; 
To the people they're oilers ez slick ez molasses. 
An' butter their bread on both sides with 'The 

Masses, 
Half o' whom they've persuaded, by way of a 

Thet WMhiaton'a mantelpiece fell upon Polk. 

Now all o' these blessin's the Wigs might enjoy, 
Ef they'd gwnptjon enough the right means to 

imploy;* 
Fer the silver spoon bom in Dermocracy's mouth 
Is a kind of a scringe thet they hev to the South ; 
Their masters can cuss 'em an' kick 'em an' wale 

An' they notice it less 'an the ass did to Balaam ; 
In this way they screw into second-rate offices 
Wich the slaveholder thinks 'ould subsb'act too 

much off his ease ; 
The file-leaders, I mean, du, fer they, by their 

Unlike the old viper, grow fat on their files, 

Wul, the Wigs hev beSi tryin' to grab all this prey 

An' to hook this nice spoon o' good fortin' away 

An' they might ha' succeeded, ez likely ez not, 
In lickin' (he Demmercrats all round lie lot. 
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Ef it waiTi't thet, wile all faithful Wi^s were flieir 

Some staffy old codgar woald holler out,— 

" Treason I 
You mast keep a sharp eye on a d<^ thet hez bit 

An' 1 Mut f^oin' to cheat my conatitooants,"— 
Wen every fool knows thet a man repreaenfa 
Hot the fellers thet sent him, but them on the 



Conetitoounts air bendy to help a, man in, 
But arterwards don't weigh the heft of a pin. 
Wy, the people can't all live on Uncle Sam's pus. 
So they've notliin' to du with't fer better or wus ; 
It's the folks thet air kind o' brought up to depend 

Thet hev any eonsarn in't, an' thet is the end on't. 



Do you say, — " She don't want no more Speakers, 

but fewer ; 
She's hed plenty o' them, wut she wants is a 

Fer the matter o' thet, ifs notorous in town 

Thet her own representativcB du her quite brown. 

ISut thet's nothin' to du with it ; wut right hed 

Palfrey 
To mix himself up with fanatical small fry ? 
Wai-n't we gittin' on prime with our hot an' cold 

blowin', 
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On tliis Bide or that, no one couldn't (ell with one, 
Ko, wutever side wipped, we'd a chance at the 

plunder 
An' could sue fer infticgin' our pay tented thander; 
We were ready to vote fer whoever wuz eligible, 
Ef on all pints at issoo he'd stay unintelligible. 
Wal, apoam' we hed to gulp down our perfesBiona, 
We were ready to come out next mornin' with 

Besides, ef we did, 'twas our business alone, 
Fer couldn't we du wut we would with our own ? 
An' ef a man can, wen pervisions liev riz bo, 
Eat up his own woi-ds, it's a marcy it is so. 

yVj, these chaps frum the Nortb, with bai;k-hones 

'Ould be wuth more 'an Gennle Tom Thumb is to 

Bamum ; 
Tlici''a enough thet to office on this very plan 

By exhibitia' how very small a man can grow ; 
But an M. C. &um here oilers hastens to state he 
Belongs to the order called inyertebraty, 
Wence some gret Biologists judge primy fashy 
Thet M. C. is M, T. by paronomasliy ; 
All' these few exceptions air looses nojilury 
Folks 'ould put down their quarters to stare at, 
like fury. 

It's no use to open the door o' success, 
Ef a member can bolt so fer nothin' or less ; 
VVy, aU o' them grand coustitootional pillerB 
Our fore-fathers fetched with 'em over the hillers, 
Them pillers the people so soundly hev slep' on, 



.o.,...,.Cuuylc 



Wilo to slav'rj, iu-vasion, an' debt they were swep' 

Wile our Destiny higher an' higher Itep' mountin', 
(Though I guess folkall atare wen she hands her 

account Jn,) 
Ef members in this way go kicfcin' agin 'em, 
They wunt hev so much ez a feather left in 'em. 

An', ez fer this Palfrey,* we thought wen we'l 

gut him in. 
He'd go kindly in wutever harness me put him In ; 
Supposin' we did know thet he wuz a peace man 1 
Doos he (hint he can be Uncle Sammle's police- 

An' wen Sam gits lipay an' kicks up a riot, 

Lead him off to the lockup to snooze till he's 

quiet ? 
Wy, the war is a war thet true paytriots can hear, 

ef 
It leads to the fat promised land of a tayriff ; 
We don't go an' fight it, nor aint to be driv on. 
Nor Demmerorats nuther, thet hev wut to live on ; 
Ef it aint jest the thing tiiet's well pleasin' to God, 
It makes us thought highly on elsewhere abroad ; 
The Rooshian black eagle looks blue in his eerie 
An' shakes both his heads wen he hears o' Mon- 

In the Tower Victory sets, all of a fluster. 

An' reads, with locked doora, how we won Cherry 

Buster; 
An' old Philip Lewis — thet come an' kep' schocd 

Fev the niei-e sake o' scorin' his ryalist ruler 
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On the tenderest part of our kings infutia-o- — 
Hides bis crown underneath aji old shut in his 

bureau. 
Breaks off in his brags to a suckle o' merry kings, 
Hon" he often had hided young native Ameirikius, 
An , tumin' quite faint in the midst of Ms fooleries, 
Sneaks down stairs to bolt the front door o' the 

Tooleriea.* 

You say, — "We'd ha' scared 'em by growin' in 

peace, 
A plaguy sight more then by bobberies like these " ¥ 
Wiio IS it dares say thet " our naytional eagle 
Wun't much longer he classed with the birds thet 

Coz tlicirn be hooked beaks, an' she, arter this 
slaughter, 



coiiled in Holy Writ, ond wby not of gther propheciea! 

l^flm it, Co glTe chance thooredit of theancMsafulonfa. 
BFiid bere of Louis Pliitippe ^bb vciited iD some of Ita i 



Let ns allow, even to ricWj dBBairM i 
membeiinB that wise senlenoe ot ftohjl 
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'11 bring back a bill ten times longer'n she ongb' 

Wut'a your 'name ? Come, I see ye, you ap- 

eoantry feller, 
You've pat me out severil times with your bellor ; 
Out wifli itl Wut? Biglow? I say nothitf 

Thet feller would like nothin' better'n a murder ; 
He's a trailer, blasphemer, an* wut ruther worse 

He puts all Ids ath'ism in dreffle bad verses ; . 
Socity aint safe till secli monsters lur out on it, 
Eefer to the Post, ef you hev the least doubt on it ; 
Wy, lie goes agin war, s^n indirect faxes, 
Agin sellin' wSd lands 'ccpt to settlers with axes, 
Agin holdin' o' slaves, though he knows it's flie 

Our libbaly rests on, the mis'able seomer ! 

In short, he would wholly upset with his ravages 

All thet keeps us above the brute critters an' sav- 

An' pitch into all kinds o' briles an' confusions 
The hoU of oui' civilized, free institutions; 
He writes fer thet ruther unsafe print, the Qourier, 
An' likely ez not hez a squintin' to Foorier ; 

ru be , thet is, I mean 111 be blest, 

Ef I hark to a word frmn so noted a pest ; 

I alian't talk with hijn, my reli^on's too fervent — 

Good mornin', my friends, I'm your most humble 



[Into the qaestion, whether the sbility to expi'ess oar- 
sbIvbb in Qrticulftte liinguagB has been productive of mora 
good OF evlt, I shiUI not here enter M Inige. Tlie two 
feoulties of Bpeeoh and of speeoh-making are wholly 
diverse in their uttnres. By the first we miike ourselves 
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intelligible, hy the lust unintelligible, to our fellows. It 
hiia rot seldom occurred lo me (noting how in onv nalionul 
legislature CTOiy thing runs to talk, as lettuces, if the 
EessDu or the soil bs nnpropitious, shoot up Inukl; to 
seed, instead of forming Iiandsoma heads) that Babel was 
the first Congrees, the earliest niill erected for tlie manu- 
facture of gabble. In these days, what witJi Town Meet- 
ings, School Committeea, Boards (lumber) of one kind 
and another, CongreBsas, Pftiliaments, Diets, Indinn Coun- 
cils, Palavers, and the lite, there is scarce a village which 
has ))0t its fnotj^Hes of tills description driven bj (mllk- 
pnd-)water power. I cannot conceive the confusion of 
tongues to have been the curse of Babel, since I esteem 
my ignmance of other languages as a kind of Martello- 
tower, in which I am safe from the fnrious bombardments 
of foreign ga,rruhty. F tl I h e ever preferred 

the study of the dead 1 ngu a. thos primitive fornm- 
tions being Ararats upo I o^ II t peaks I sit seotirs 
and watch ttiis new d I g w tl t f ar though it raiu 
figures (emulacya, sembl ) f pee h forty days and 
nights together, as it t mm ly 1 ppens. Thus is 

my coat, as it were, w fh t b tt by vhioh any but a 
vermicular wild bore se I it not possible 

thill the Shakers m y mt d t j a quiet reproof 

and hint, in fnstenii g th t gi menta with hooks 

This reflection co B b 1, wh oh I find in no 

Commant;u-y, was first h w po y mind wlien an 
excellent deacon of m or »at {be! g infected with 

the Second Advent d lus ) a. d ne that he had 
received a Brst instal f th g ft f tongues as a, 

Buii^l earnest of lur posse i 1 tlie liiie Iclnd to 
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should ba bL'oken down. 

In rending CDngreasional debutes, I have fnnoied, Chat, 
BfMr the subsidence of those pninM buzzing; in tlie braia 
whloii resalt £h)ia euoh. eKerciees, 1 detected a Elendet 
realduum of valuable information. I made the discoveiy 
that noOdKg takes longer in the sayiag than aaj thing 
else, for, as esc lahito nihil fit, so iivjm one po1;pns noSaag 
any namber of similar ones may be produced. I would 
recommend to the attention of mv& wee Aebsiara and 
contixiTeraialists Hie admirable example of the moult 
Copres, who, in the fourth century, stood for half an hour 
in the midst of a great fire, and thereby silenced a 
Hauichsan antagonist who had less of the salamander in 
him. As for those who quarrel in print, I have no oouoem 
viQi them here, since the eyelids are a divin^jy-granten 
shield against all such. Moreover, I have obsei'ved in 
many modem books that the priutM portion is becoming 
gradually smaller, and the namber of blank or fly-leaves 
(as they are called) greater. Should this fortunate ten- 
dency of literature continue, boolts will grow more 
valuable ftom year to year, mid Hie whole Serbonian bog 
yield to the advances of firm arable land. 

The sagacious Laoedsemoniajis hearing that Tesephone 
had bragged that he could talk all day long on any given 
Bubjecti made no more ado, but forthwith banished him, 
whereby they supplied him a topic and at the same time 
Cook core Chat his experiment upon it should be tried out 
of ear-shot. 

1 have wondered, in the rtepreaentatives' Chamber of 
our own Commonwealth, to mark bow little impression 
seemed to be produced by that emblematic fish suspended 
over the heads of the members. Our wiser ancestors, no 
doubt, hung it there as being the animal which the 
Pythaaorcaus reverenced for Its silence, and which oer- 
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tiiinly in that particulnr does not so well merit the e]j 
ciMihodal, by wliich noturalials diatinguisti it, aa cs 
'uipeds, Hfflicted with ditoii-watei' on the train, who 
oo^^a«ioll to tap themselves In Fanueil Halls, mee 
houses, and othei-plaoeB of pobllc resort — Q. W.] 
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So, V. 

THE DEBATE IN THE SENNIT. 



[The iDcidant -which gave riae to the debate satirised 
In HJe following verses was the unouooessful attenipt of 
Drayton and Sayres to give freedom to seventy men and 
■women, fellow-beings audfellow-Cliristiaus. Had Tripolii 
instead of Waaliington, been the scene of Wiis undsrtaltiug, 
the nnbappy leaders in it would have been aa secure of 
the tiieoretlo as they now are of the praotioai part of 
martyrdom. I qnastion whether the Dey of Tripoli is 
bleaaed with a, Diatrict Attorney ao benighted aa osrs at 
the Beat of government. Very fitly is he named Key, 
who wonid allow himself to l>e made the Instrnment of 
ioehing the door of hope agi^nst sufferers in such a cause. 
Hot aU the watevs of the ocean can cleanse the vile 
amutoh of the jailer's lingers fhim off that little Key. 
Aheuea tlavU, a brazen Key indeed I 

Mr. Ctdhonn, who is made the chief speaker in Ms 
burlesque, aeenia to thivilt that the light of the nineteenth 
century is to be pnt out aa eoon m he tinkles hia little 
oow-bell curfew. Whenever slavery is touched, he acts up 
hia aoaraorow of dissolvhig the Union. This may do for the 
North, bnt I should conjecture that somethinj; more than 
ft pnmpkm-lantern is re^uii-ed to scare manifest and in-e- 
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Mr. Caliionn csinnot 
t. The Pnst is a ppod 
nurse, but we must be wenned from her sooner or later, 
even tliough, like Phitinns, we aliould nm homa fi-om 
Btiiool to ask the breast, after we are foleiubly well-growQ 
youths. It will not do foi' ue to hide our fhcas in her lap, 
whenever the strange Futiire holds out her arms and 
e«ks as to come Cu hei'. 

But ns aiB nJl alike. We have all heai'd It said, often 
enough, that littJabojs must not play Tfithfirej and yet, 
if the matches ba taken away from ns and put out of 
reach upon the shelf, we most needs get into our little 
corner, and scowl and stomp and threaten the dire revenge 
of going to bed without oar supper. The world shall 
stop dil we get our dangerous plaything ngain. Dame 
Knrth, meanwhile, who has more than enough honsehold 
matters to mind, goes bustling hither and thither as a hisa 
or a sputter teUs her that this or that kettle of hers Is 

porridge cold, and gulp down our dignity aJong with it. 

Mr. Calhoun lias somehow acquired the name of a 
gi'eat statesman, and, if it be great statesmanship to put 
Innce in rest and mn a lilt at the Spirit of the A»e with 
the cerlaintyof being next moment hurled neck and heels 
into the dust amid univei-sal laughter, ha deserves the 
title. He is the Sir Kay of our modei'n chivalry. He 
Bliould remember die old Scandmavian mythua. Thor 
was the strongest of gods, but he could not wrestle with 
Time, nor so much as lift np a fold of the great snake 
which knit the universe together; and when ho smote the 
Earth, though with his terrible mallet, it was but as if a 
leaf had fellen. Yet all the while it seemed to Thor that 
lie had only been wrestling wid an old woman, striving to 
lift a oat, and striking a stnpid giant on the head. 

And in old times, doubllesii, the giants were stupid, and 
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there was no better sport for the Sii- Lsiunoelots and Sii 
Gawains thfui to go about ontting off their great blunder- 
ing lieads with enohanteil swords. Bnt things haya 
woiidei'flilly ohanged. It is the glaiita, tiow-o-dayB, that 
haYB tlie science and the intelligoiioe, while the chlvBlroas 
Don Qnisotes of ConEervatism still oambec tliemBalvas 
■with the ol-amsj armor of a by^^ne age. On wliMs 
tlie restless globe through unsouuded time, with its cities 
and its silences, Its bltths and funerals, half light, half 
shade, but never wholly dark, and sure to swing i-ound 
into the happy morning at last. With au involuntary 
smile, one sees Mr. Calhoun letting slip his pack-thread 
cable with a crooked pin at the and of it to anchor South 
Carolina upon the bank and shosi of the Fast.— H. W.] 



MR. Editek, As i wuz kinder prunin round, in 
a little nuasry sot out a year or 2 a go, the Dbait 
in the sennit eum inter my mine An so i took & 
Sot it to wut I call a nussry rime. I hev made 
Bum onnable Gentlemun speak that dident speak 
in a Kind uv Poetikul lie sense the seeson is dreffle 
backerd up This way 

ewers as ushul 

HOSEA BIGLOW. 



" Here we stan' on the Constitution, by thunder ! 

It's a faot o' wich thei-'s bushila o' proofe ; 
Fer how could we trample on't so, I wonder, 

Eft worn't thet it's oilers under our hoofs ? " 
Sez John C. Callioun, sez he; 
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" Human rights h^nt no more 
Right to come on thJa floor, 
No more'n the man in tlie moon," eez he. 

" The North haint no kind o' bisness with notliin', 

An' you've no idee how much bother it saves ; 
Wo aint none riled by their frettin' an' frothin', 
We're ttsed to layin' the string on our slaves," 
Sea John 0. Calhoun, sez ne ; — 
Sez Mister Foote, 
"I should Uke to shoot 
The holl gang, by the gret horn spoon I ' 



" Freedom's Keystone is Slavery, thet thcr's n 

doubt on, 
It's sutthin' thet's — wha' d' ye call it ? — divine, — 
An' the slaves thet we oilers make the most out oi 
Air them north o' Mason an' Dixon's line," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ;-^ 
" Fer all thet," sez Mangum, 
'•' 'T would be better to hang 'em, 




I i>uts all the 

All' reelises our M^er's 

Sez John 0. Calhoun, 

" Thet's ez plain,' 



" Now don't go lo say Pm the fiiend of oppressio 
But keep all your spare breath fer coolin' yoi 
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i'ci' I oUevs hev strove (at least thct's my impres- 

To make cussed free with the rights o' the North," 
8ez John C. Calhocin, sez he ; — 
" Yea," aez Dayis o' Misa., 
" Tlie perfection o' bliss 
Is in skinniu' thet same old coon," sez he. 

" Slavery's a thing thet depends on compleaion, 
Il^B God's law thet fettera on biaek skins don't 
chafe; 
Ef brains wuz to settle it (horrid refiecfion !) 
Wieh of our onnable body'd be safe ? " 
Sea John C. Calhoun, sez he ;— 
Sez Mister Hannegan, 
Afore he began agin, 
" Thet exception is qnite oppertoon," sez he. 

■' Gen'nle Cass, Sir, you needn't be twitchin' your 

Fourmerit'Bquite clear by the dut on your knees, 
At the Noi-th we don't make no distinctions o" color ; 
You can all take a lick at our shoes wen vou 
plaa«,- 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he ;— 
Sez- Mister Jarnagin, 
" They wunt hev to lam agin, 
They all on 'em know tiie old toon," sez he. 

o ways bewilderin'. 
.nt'reet, it's pliun to a 

No'thern men, like us patriarchs, don't sell their 
cbildrin, 
But tiiey du sell themselves, ef they gjt a good 
chance," 
Sez Jolin C, Calhoun, sez !ie; — . 
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Sez Atherton here, 
" This is gittin' severe, 
I wish I could dive Lke a loon," * 



All' ^ttin' some Mbs chief or other (o lead 'em, 
"11 go to work msin' promise oous Hed," 
Sez John C. Galhouii, 3ez he ; — 
"Yes, the North," sez Colquitt, 
" Ef ive Southeoers all quit. 
Would go down like a husled balloon," sez h( 



In the beautiful clime o' 
All tlie wise aristoxy is tumblin' to ruin, 

Au' the sankylota drorin' an' drinkin' their wint," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;— 

" Tea," sez Johnson, " in France 
They're beginnin' to dance 
Beelzebub's own rigadoon," eez be. 

" The South'a safe enough, it don't feel a mite 
skeery. 

Our slaves in their darkness an' dut air tu bleat 
Not to welcome with proud hallylugers the ery 

Wen our eagle kicks youm from the naytional 

Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he;— 
" 0," sez Westcott o' Florida, 
" Wut treason is horrider 

Then our priv'l^ea tryin' to proon ? " sez he. 

" It's 'coz they're so happy, tliet, wen crazy sarpinta 
Stick their nose in our bizneaa, we ^t so darned 
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We think it 

Tliet the last crumb o 
spiled," 
Sez John C. Calhoun, Bez he; — 
" Ah," sez Dixon H. Lewis, 
" It perfectl;' true is 
Thet alaveiy 's Mrth's grett«st boon," sez ho. 

[It was saidaf oM time, tbat riches have wings; snd, 
though this be not applicable in a literal strictness to the 
wealth of our patriarchal hrelhren of the Sonth, yet it is 
dear that their poaaessioiiB have legs, and aii uuanoonnt- 
able propensity for using them in a north,6rly direction, 
I marvel that the gmnd jnry of Washington did not find 
a tma bill against the North Star for aiding and abetting 
Drayton and Sajres. It woald have been quite of a piece 
with the intelligence displayed by the South on other 
qnestlons connected with slavery. I think that no ship 
of slate was ever freighted with a more veritable Jonah 
than this same domestic inatitntion of ours. Mephlstoph- 
alea himself oonld not feign so bitterly, so satirically 
sad a sight as this of three millions of human behigB 
crushed beyond help er hope by this one mighty argn- 
sutat,—Oarfoihem knew ne belter! Navartheless, it la 
the unavoidable destiny of Jonahs to be oast oveihoaid 
sooner or later. Or flhali we ti'y the experiment of hidmg 
our Jonah in a safe place, that none may lay hands on 
him to make jetsam of him? Let us, then, with equal 
forethought and wisdom, lash ourselves to the anohor, 
and await, in pious ooiifidenoe, the certain result Per- 
haps our suspicions passenger is no Jonah alter aii, i/eing 
blaclt. For it is well Itiiown that a superintendrng Prov- 
idence made a kind of sandwich of Ham and his descend- 
ants, to be devoured by the Caucasian i-ace. 

In God's name, let all, who hear nearer and nearer the 
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limigry moan of the Btono and the growl of the breakera, 
speak ont! But, alaa! we hare no right to interfere. If 
a man plnck an spple of mine, ho shnU be in diinger of 
the jnstiee; but if he steal my brother, I must be silent. 
Who sajB this? Ovir ConatitDtion, coneecrated by the 
oallons otmsnetude of sixty years, aud gcaaped in trium- 
phant iu:Kument by tho left hajid of him whose right hand 
clutches the clotted slave-whip. Justice, venerable with 
the undethronable majesty of countJesa teons, says, — 
Speak 1 The Past, wise with the sorrows and deaolationa 
of ages, fkim amid her shattered fanes and wolf-housing 
paiacea, echoes,— SPEAX ! Nntui'e, tJvrongh her thousand 
trumpets of freedom, iier stars, hsr sunrises, hei' seas, her 
winds, her cataracts, her niountains blue with cloudy 
pines, blows jubilant enoouragement, and cries, — Speak! 
From the soul's trembling abysses the still, small voice 
not vaguely murmurs, — Speak I But, alas I the Consti- 
tution and the Honorable Mr. Bagowiiid, M. C, say,— Be 

It occurs to me to surest, aa a topic of inquiry in this 
connection, whether, on that momentous ocoaalon when 
the guats and the sheep shall he parted, the Constitution 
vai the Honorable Mr. Biigowind, M. C., will be expected 
to take then: places on the left as oar hiroine vicars. 

ftaW smt miser ftmc lUciwaa f 



ere is a point where toleration sinks into sheer base- 
is and poltroonery. The toleration of the worst leads 
to look on what is barely better as good enough, and 
worship what is only modamtely good. Woe to that 
Lji, or that nation, to whom medioority hna become an 



ecJed, if 
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it biuety manage to iiii and go f Heie, now, is a piece 
of barbarism wbieli Christ and tha nineteentb oentviry 
say shall cease, and whieb Messrs. Smith, Brown, and 
others say shell niw cease. I would by no means deny 
tho eminent respectability of these gentlemen, but I con- 
fess, tlmt, in such a wi'estling-match, I cannot help hav- 
ing my feora for them. 



itejuiiiliam, 
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Nn. VI. 

THE PIOUS EDITOR'S CREED. 

following satire with an axti-aot from a aencon preaohsd 
during the pnet sununei-, from Ezekiel sssiv. 2:— 'f Son 
of mnn, prophea J against the shepherds of Israel." Since 
the Sabbath on which this disoonrss wee dalivered, the 
editocof the " Jaalam Independent Binnderbuss " has nn- 
aoeountably absented himself from our house of worship. 

on, as that of the 



the Invention of printing. Indeed, the position which iia 
holds is that which the olBrgjman shonld hold even now. 
But the clergyman chooses to wnllt off to the extreme 
edge of the world, and to throw such seed as he has cleni- 
over into that darkness which hs calls the Next Life. As 
if aext did not mean neareal, and as if any life were 
nearei' than that immediately present one which l>oils and 
sddios all around hira at the caucus, the ratiiioKtion meet- 
ing, and the polls 1 Who taught him to exiiort men to 
prepare for eternity, us tot some future era of which the 
present forms no integral part? Tho furrow which Time 
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Is even now tnrning runs tltrough "Uie Evei-lastiiig, and in 
that must he plant, or nowhere. Yet he would fain be- 
lieve and teach that we aie ^113 to have more at eternity 
than we havs now. ThiB gimg of hia is like that of tha 
auotloneer, on, whioh ^one foDows before we iiave mado 
np our minda lo bid,— in whioh manner, not three months 
baolt, I lo^ an exoellent copy of Cliappelow on Job. 80 
it has come to pass that ihs preacher, instead of being a 
living force, has feded into an emblomatio figure at ctois- 
taninga, weddings, and funerals. Or, if he exercise any 
other function, it ia aa keeper and feeder of certain 
theologio dogmas, which, wben occasion oiiera, lis unlien- 
nels with aataioj.' "to bfljk and bite as 'tis their nature 
to," whehce that reproach of i?r£u7A Ihe^toglcmn has arisen. 

" Meanwhile, see what a pulpit the editor mounts daily. 
Bum etime? with a congregation of fifty thousand within 
leach of his voice, and never so much as a nodder, even, 
among them ! And from whal n Bible can he choose hia 
tcit, — a Bible which needa no tnuislation, and which no 
pnostcraft can, shut and clasp from the laity, — the open 
Toluma of the world, npon which, with a pen of snnshme 
01 deitioying Ore, tbe iuspU'od Present ia even now writ- 
ing the annals of God ! Methinks the editor who should 
understand his calUng, and be equal thereto, would truly 
deserve tliat title of itoqiiiv hanf, which Homer beatawa 
upon princea. He would be the Moses of our nineteenth 
century! snd whereas the old Sinai, silent now, is but a 
common mountain stajsd at by the elegant tonriat and 
crawled over by the hammering geologist, he must find 
his tnblea of the new law here among fiictgries and cities 
in this.Wildemess of Sin (HnmbeP! xxxilU 12) called 
Progress of Civilization, and he the captain of our Eso- 
dus into the Canaan of a truer social order. 

"Nevertheless, onr editor wiil not come so far within 
even tlie shadow of Sinai as M;Jiomot did, but chooses 
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riitlier to construe Moaes by .Toa Smitli. He tsltos up the 
crook, not that tlie eheep may be fed, but tliiit he may 
never want a, warm woollen suit and a joint of mutton. 

Jtrnnentoj-, O.JieUi,pecomiitg^eoiIite!vorw«l 

Foe whinh reason I would deriye Uio name eiMlor not so 
much fram edo, to publish, as ftom edlj, to est, that being 
tiio peculiar profession to which he esteems himsolf called. 
He blows up the flames of political discord for no other 
occasion than that he may thereby handily boil his own 
pot. 1 believe there are two thousand of these tnutCon- 
loTing shepherds in tiie United States, and of these, how 
maiiy iiave crcD the dimmest perception of their immense 
power, and the duties conseqnent thei'eon? Here ajid 
theia, haply, one. Nine hundred and uhiety-nine labor 
to impress upon the people the great principles of 3Vce- 
dled'im, and other nine hundred and ninetj-nine preaoli 
with equal earnestness the gospel aooording to Tioeedler 
f&e."— H. W.] 

I DU believe in Freedom's cause, 

Ez far away ez Payris is ; 
I love to see her stick hei- clafTS 

la them iufamal Fhayrisees ; 
It'a ival enough agin it king 

To dror resolves an' tri^ers, — 
But lihbaly's 3 kind tf thing 

Thet- doa't agree with niggers. 

I dii believe the people want 

A tax on teaa an' coffees, 
Thet nothin' aint extravygunt, — 

Pnrvidin' rm in office ; 
Fer I hcv loved my country seneo 

My eye-teeth filied their soolteis. 
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An' UticlG Sam I reverence, 
PartioTarly hie pockets. 

I du believe in any plan 

O' leyyin' the taxes, 
Ez lon^ ez, like a lumberman, 

Igit jeet wut I axes: 
I go free-trade thru thick an' thin, 

Becanseitkindo'rousea 
The folks to vote, — an' keeps us in 

Our quiet custom-houses. 

I du believe iVe wise an' good 

To sen' out furrin missions, 
Thetis, on aartin understood 

An' orlhydox coil(iitions ; — 
I mean nine thousan' dolls, per anuT 

Nine thousan' move fei' outfit, 
An' me to recommend a man 

The place 'ould jest about fit. 

I du believe in special ways 

O' prayin' an' convai-tin' ; 
The bread eomea back in many dajs. 

An' buttered, bi, fev sartin ; 
I mean in preyin' till one buata 

On wut the party chouses, 
An' in oonvartin' public trusts 

To very privit usea. 

I do believe hard coin the stufi" 
Foe 'leetioneera to spout on ; 

The people's oilers soft enough 
To make hard money out on ; 

Dear UmJe Sam pervides fer his. 
All' yives a goou-azed junk to ail,— 
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Ez long ez mine's paid punott 

I du believe with all my eoul 

In the gret Press's freedom, 
To pint the people to the goal 

J^' in the traces lead 'em ; 
Failed the arm thet forges yokes 

At - ■ ■ ■■ ■ 

Aq't 

Inter the gov'ment printin' ! 

I du believe thet I should give 

Wut'a his'n unto Ciesar, 
Fer it's by him I move an' live, 

Frum him my bread an' cheese cui 
T du believe thet all o' me 

Doth bear his superscription, — 
Will, conscience, honor, honesty, 

An' things o' thet description. 

I yhx believe in prayer an' praise 

To him that hea the grantiii' 
O'jobs, — in every thin' thet pays, 

But most of all in Cantin' ; 
This doth my cup with marcies fill, 

This lava all thoo^ht o' sin to rest 
I don't believe in pnnuerple, 

But O, I du in interest. 

I du believe in beln' this 
Or thet, ez it may happen 

One way or t'other bendjest is 
To ketch the people nappin' ; 

It ^nt by prineerples nor men 
My preudunt course is steadied,— 
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I du belieye thet holdin' slaves 

Comes nat'ral tu a Presidunt, 
Let 'lone the rowdedow it saves 

To lev a wal-broke precedunt ; 
Fer any office, small or gret, 

I couldn't ax with no face, 
Without I'd ben, thru dty an' wet, 

Th' unrizzest kind o' doughface. 

I da helieTC wiitever trash 

'II keep the people in blindness,— 
Thet we the Mesicane can thrash 

Eight inter brotherly kindness, 
Thet bombshells, grape, an' powder 'a 

Air good-will's etrongeat magnets, 
Thet peace, Ui make it stick at all. 

Must be druv in with bagnets. 

In short, I firmlj' du beheva 

In Humbug generally, 
Fer it's a thing thet I perceive 

To hev a soud vaUy ; 
This hetL my f^thful shepherd ben. 

In pasturs sweet heth led me, 
An' this'll keep the people green 

To feed ez they hev fed me. 



" Wonderful, to him Mint has eyes to see it rightly, ia 
Hie newBjiapei'. To me, for example, sitting on tha eclt- 
ioEd front bencli of tlie pit, in my stufly here in Jaalam, 
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Hie advent of my weekly joum Hi is as that of a strollijig 
tl^eatre, or rather of a puppet-show, on whose stage, imr- 
i-ow na it is, ihe tragedy, comedy, and farce of life Bre 
played in little. Behold the whole huge earth sent to ma 
hebdomadally in a brown-paper wrapperl 

" Hither, to my obscure cornel', by wind or steam, on 
hovsehack or droinedtiry-baok, in the pouch of the Indinii 
runner, or clicking oyer the magnetic wires, froop all the 
fornous perfOTmers from the four quarters of the globe. 
Looked at from a pohit of orit icism, tiny puppets they seem 
nil, as theeditor sets up bis booth upon my desk and offi- 
ciates as showman. !(]ow I can tmly sof how little and 
transitory is life. The earth appears almost as a drop of 
vinegar, on which the solar microscope of the imagiiia- 
tJon must be brought l<i bear in order to make ont any 
thing distinctly. That animalcule thei'e, in the pea- 
jacket, Is Louis Philippe, juat landed on the coast of 
England. That other, in the gray surtout and cocked 
hat, is Napoleon Bonaparte Smith, as^urinp; France that 
she need apprehend no interference from him in the pres- 
ent alarming juncture. At tliat ppol, where yon seem to 
see a speck of something in motion, is an immense mass- 
nieeljiig. Look sharper, and yon will see a mite brandish- 
ing his mandibles hi an escited manner. That la the great 
Mr. Soaudso, defining his position amid tumultuous and 
irrepressible cheers. Tliat hiflnitesimal creature, upon 
whom some score of others, as minute as he, are gazing in 
open-mouthed admiration, is a famous phPosopher, ex- 
pounding to a select audience their capacity for the Infi- 
nite. Tiiat scarce discernible pufflet of smoke and dust 
is a revolution. That ^eck there is a reformer, just ar- 
ranging the lever with which lie is to move the world. 
And lo, there creeps forward tlie shadow of a skeleton 
that blows one breath between its grinDuig teeth, and all 
our distinguished actors are whisksdoiFthe slippery stage 
into the dark Beyond. 
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" Yes, the little show-box liaa its solamner suggestions. 
Now and llieii we ontoh a glimpse of a grim old man, who 
Ittjs down a Bojthe and hoar-glnsa in the comer while ha 
shifts tha scenes. There, too, in the dim background, iv 
weurd shape is ever dehing. Sometimes he leans upon 
liis mattook, and gazea, as a ooaeh whiila by, bearing the 
newly mnrried on their wedding jaunt, or. gianoea care- 
lessly at a babe brought home from christening. Sud- 
denly (for the Bcene grows leiger and larger as we look) 
a bony hand snatches baok a performer in the midst of 
his pact, and him, whom yesterday two infinities (past 
and future) would not suffice, a, handful of dust ia enougli 
to oovBT and silence forever. Nay, we Eee the same 
fleshless fingers opening to clutch the showman himself, 
and guess, not withont a shndder, that they are lying in 
wait for spectator alao- 

" Tbink of it: foi' three dollars a year I buy a season- 
ticket to this great Globe Theatre, for which God would 
write the dramas (only that we like fai'oes, epeotaoles, 
and the tragedies of ApoUyon better), whose scene-sliiftsr 
ia Time, and whose curtain is rung down by Death. 

" Such thoughts will occur to me somethnes as 1 am 
tearing off the wrapper of my newspaper. Then sud- 
denly that otlierwiae too often vacant sheet hecomes in- 
vested for me with a strange kind of awe. Look ! dootlis 
and marriages, notices of inventions, discoveries, and 
books, lists of promotions, of killed, wounded, and missing, 
news of fires, accidents, of sudden wealtb and as sudden 
poverty (-—I hold in my hand the ends of myriad mvisibla 
electric oonduotors, along which tremble tlie joy, soi - 
rows, wrongs, triumplis, hopes, and despairs of as mauv 
men and women everywhere. So that upon tliat mood 
of mind which seems to isolate me from maniiind as a 
epectator of their puppet-pranks, another supervenes, m 
which I feel that I, too, unknown and unheard of, am yei 
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of some import to my fellows. For, throiigli my newa- 
pfipcj* here, do not fnroiliea taka pains to send ma, nn 
entire Btriingar, news of a death among them ? Are not 
htrc two who would hnva me know of their maiiiage? 
And, strangest of all, is not this eiiigular person finxioua 
to liave ma iaformad that he has received it fresh snpp]y 
of Dimitry Brniagine? But to none of us does the Pres- 
ent continne miraculous (even if for e moment discerned 
Bs suoh). We glance carele^y at the Euiirise, and get 
used to Orion and the Pleiadas. The wondar waara off, 
and to-morrow (his sheet, in which a vision waa let down 
to me from Heaven, shall be the wrappage to a bar of 
loap or Oie platter for a beggar's broken vlotuals." — 
H. W.) 
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A LETTER 



[OuuioaiTY may bo siiid to be the quality 
eminently distiiiguishea Qiid segregates ma h 

lower naimnls. As \¥e trace tlie scule of anima « 

downward, we find this faculty (asitmaytml b a 
of the mind diminiehed In tlia savaga, and qu x 
in the brute. The first object whioh oiyilized pro 

poses to himself I take to bo &e findmg out hatBoe 
he can ooneeralng his neighbors. NikU hiimi m 
igenum pnA) ; I am onrious abont even John Sm h Th 
desire nest in strength to this (an opposite po md d 
of the same msgnet) ia that of coramunioatin h 
telligenca we have oareftilly picked up. 

Men in generiil may be divided Into the inqu 
the commnnioatlve. To the first clnsa belo Peep | 
TomE, eaves-droppers, navel-contemplating Brahmins 
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.65, Spies, the va- 

"iankeHB, diaoovarara, and men of science, who present 
theiuselvee to tlie mind as so many marks of iiiWrrogn- 
tion wnndering up and down the world, or aitting in 
stndies nad Isboi'atories. The second class I should 
again Giibdiviile into four. In the first stthdirision I 
would rank those who have an itch to tell us about them- 
aelvGs, — aa kaapsrs of diaries, insignifioanC persons gener- 
ally, Montaignes, Horace Walpotea,aul'ib!ographers,poBta. 
The second includes those who ace anxious to impart in- 
formation concerning other people, — as historians, bar- 
bers, and such. To the third belong those who labor to 
give ua intelligence ahoat nothing at all, — as novelists, 
politionl orators, the large majority of authors, preaobei's, 
lecturers, and the like. In the fonrtli come those who 
are communioatlva frotn motives of public banavolenoe, 
—as finders of mares'-nesta and brlngers of ill news. 
Eiich of us two-legged fowls without feathers embracea 
all thess subdivisions in himaalf to a greotei or lesb da 
greo, for nona of tis so much as lays an efeg, or incnb-ites 
a clmlfc one, but straightway the whole b^m y^rd shill 
know it by our cackle or our cluck. Oinmbm !uic miiunt 
esF. There are diSersnt grades in all these classes One 
will turn his telescope toward a back-yard, anothei towaid 
TJrauus] one will tell you that he dined with Smith, 
another that ho supped witii Kato. In one partionlor, 
ail men may be cousiderad as belonging to the first graul 
division, inasmuch as they all seem equally desm>ns of 
discovering the mote in their neighbor's eye 

To one or smother of these species every human being 
may safely be referred. Ithlnkitbayondaperadvantu o 
tliat ,Tonah prosecuted some inquiries into the digestive 
apparatus of whales, and that Noah sealed up i lettci 1 1 
pui empty bottle, that news in retjard to him iriiglit not bo 
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wanting In case of the worst. They had else been supei' 
or anbtar hnmiui. I conceive, nlso, that, aa there are cer- 
tain peraons who oontinnally peep and pry at the key- 
hole of that mysterious door through which, sooner or 
later, we all make oaf exits, so there are doubUeaa ghosts 
fidgetting and fretting on tie other side of it, hecaiisa 
they hove no means of conveying baolc to this world (be 
scraps of news they have picked np in that. For there 
la an answar ready aomewhere to every question, the great 
law of give taul lake runs throngh aU nature, and if we 
see a hook, we may be sure that an eye ia waiting for it. 
I i-ead in every fiioe I meet a standing advertisemeut of 
information wanted in regard to A. B., or that the friends 
of C. D. can hear something to hia disadvanta^ by ap- 
plication to suoh a one. 

It was to gratify the tiro gi'eat passioas of asking and 
answering that epistolary correspondence was first in- 
vented. Lett«r5 (for by flib nanrped title epistles are 
now Bommonly known) are of sBveral kinds. First, thei-e 
are ihoBB which are not letters at aJl, — as letters-patent, 
letters dimlssory, letters incloaing billa, letters of admin- 
istration, Pliny's letters, letters of diplomacy, of Oslo, 
of Mentor, of Lords Lyltelton, Chesterfield, and Orrery, 
of Jacob Behmen, Seneca (whom St. Jerome hioludes in 
his list of saered wi-lters), letters from abroad, iVom sons 
In college to their Rithers, letter* of marque, and letters 
generally, which are in nowise letters of mark. Second, 
are real letters, such as those of Gray, Cowper, Wnlpole, 
Howel, Lamb, D. Y., the first letters from children, 
(printed in staggering capitals,) Letters ftom New York, 
letters of credit, and others, Interesting for the sake of 
the writer or the thing written. I have read also letters 
th>m Europe by a gentleman named Finto, containing 
some curious gossip, and which I hope to see collected 
for the benefit of the ourions. There ace, besides, letters 
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nrtdressed to posterity, — as epitaphs, fof example, written 
for their own monuments by monacoha, whereby we hiiva 
latBly become poaaesaed ot the names oC several great 
conquerors and kings of kinga, hiliierto unheard of and 

entirely dark nges. The letter which St Peter sent to 
King Pepin in tha year of graoa 7B5, that of the Virgin 
to the magistrates of Meaalna, that of St. Gregory Thati- 
nmtargus to the D — 1, and that of this Jast-mentioned 
native poUce-magiatrate to a nun of Gu'gBnti, I would 
place in a class by themselves, as alao the letters of can- 
didates, caDceming which I ahall dilate more fully in a 
note at the end of tiie fbllowing poem. At present, ai/ 
p'ala bibenmi. Only, concerning the shape of letters, 
tiiey are all either square or oblong, to which general 
figures circolar lettare and round-robins also conform 
lhcmselyes.-H, W.] 

Dbf.b sir its gut to be the fashun now to rite 
letters to the candid 8s and i wus chose at a pub- 
liefc Meetin in Jaalam to du wut wus nessary fur 
that town, i writ to 371 ginerals and gut ansera 
to 209. tha air called candid 8b but I don't see 
nothin candid about em. this here 1 wiob I send 
ivns thought satty's faciOry. I duiino as it's ushle 
to print Poscrips, but as all the ansers I got had 
the saim, I sposed it wus best, times has gretly 
changed. Formaly to knock a man into a cocked 
liat wus to use him up, but now it ony ^ves hjui a 
cliance fur llie cheef madgustracy. — H. B. 
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There's notliin' thct my natui' so shuns 

Ez bein' mum or uuderhanil; 
I'm a straight-spoken kind o' creetur 

Thet blurts light out wut'a in his head, 
An' ef I've one pecooler featur, 

It is a nose thet wunt be led. 

So, to be^n at the b^innio', 

An' come direely to the pint, 
I think th« country's underj)innin' 

Is some consid'ble out o' jint ; 
I ^nt affoin' to try your patience 

By tellin' who done this or thet, 
I don't make no insinooatious, 

I jest let on I smell a rat 

Thet is, I mean, it seems to me so. 

But, ef the public think I'm wrong, 
I wunt deny but vrat I be so, — 

An', feet, it don't smell very strong ; 
My mind's tu fiur to lose its balance 

An' Bay wich party hej! most sense ; 
There may be folks o' greater talenee 

Thet cant set stiddier on the fence. 

I'm an eclectic; ez l« choown' 

'Twixt this an' thet, I'm plaguy lawih ; 
I leave a ade thet looks like losin', 

But (wile there's doubt) I stick to both ; 
I stain' upon the Constitution, 

Ez preudunt statesmun say, who've planned 
A way to git the most profusion 

0' chances ez to loare they'll stand. 

Ez fer tlie war, I go amn it, — 
I mean to say I kina o' du, — 
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Thet is. I mean thet, bein' in it, 
The best way wuz to fight it tbru ; 

Not but wut abstract war is horrid, 
1 sign to thet with all my heart, — 

But civlyzaiiou doos git forrid 
Sometimes upon a powder-cart 

About thet darned Proviso matter 

I never hed a grain o' doubt. 
Nor I ajnt one my sense to scatter 

So'st no one couldn't pick it out ; 
My love fee North an' South ia equil, 

So rii jest answer plump an' frank, — 
No matter wut may be the sequil, — 

Yes, Sir, I am apn a Bank. 

Ez to the answerin' o' questions, 

Pm an off ox at bein' druv, 
Though I aint one thet ary t^ shuns 

'it give our folks a helpin' shove ; 
liind o' promiscoouB I go it 

Fer the hoU country, an' the ground 
I take, ez nigh ez I can show it, 

!s pooty gen'ally all round. 

I don't appruve o' pvin' pledges; 

You'd ough' to leave a feller free. 
An' not go knookin' out the wedges 

To ketch his fingers in the tree ; 
Pledges air awfle breaohy cattle 

Thet preudunt farmers don't turn out^ 
Ez long 'z the people git their rattle, 

Wut is there term to grout about ? 
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A sort of— yes, jest 30,^-ahem ; 
Do / own any ? Of my merit 

On that pint jou yourself may jedge 
All is, I neyer drink no spent, 

Nor I haint neyec signed no pledge. 

Ez to my princerplee, I glory- 
In heTin' nothin' o" the sort ; 

I alnt a Wig, I aint a Tory, 
Pm jest a candidate, in short; 

Thet'a fair an' sqnare an' parpendicler, 
But, ef the Public cares a fig 

To hev me an' thin' in particler, 
Wy, I'm a kind o' peri-wig. 



P. S. 
Ez ire're a sort o' privateerin', 

0' conrse, you know, itfa sheer an' sheer, 
An' there is suttHn' wuth your hearin' 

111 mention in yoitr privit ear ; 
Ef you sit me inside the White House, 

Your head with ile I'll kin' o' 'nint 
By gittin' yoii inside the Light-house 

Down to the eend o' Jaalam Pint. 

An' ez the North hez took to brustlin' 

At bein' scroaged frum off the roost, 
111 tell y% wutll save all tuaslin' 

An' give our aide a hamsome boost, — 
Tell 'em that on the Slavery question 

Pm ai&HT, although to speak I'm lawth ; 
Thia mves you a safe pint to rest on, 

An leaves me frontin' South by North. 
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[And now of Bpistlea oandidftthJ, which are of two 
kinds,— namely, letters of aceeptEmoe, and latters dofini- 
tlvB of position. Our republic, on the eve of an election, 
may ssftly enough be called a republic of letters. Epis- 
tolary oompositioji beoomea then flu Bpidemio, which 
aeiaes one oandldote after imotbec, not aoldom cutting 
siiorC the thread of political life. It has come to sudi a 
psiaa, tliat a party dreads lass the attaeka of its opponents 
tiiMi a letter from its osndidnte. Jjilera scripla manet, 
flud it wlU go hard if something bad cannot be made of 
it, Ganerfll Harriaon, It is well understood, was sur- 
rounded, during his candidacy, with the cordon aajtUait'e 
of n vigilance committee. No prisoner In Spielberg was 
eter more cautiously deprived of writing mateiinls. The 
aoot waa scraped earefnily from the ohiraney-plnoesi 
outpoata of expert rifle-ahooters rendered it sure death 
for any goose (who cBmB clad in fenthers) lo approach 
within fl certain limited distance of North Bend ; and all 
domestic fowls about the premises were reduced to the 
condition of Plato's original man. By these precaations 
the General waa aaved. Parva coinponei-e magiiis, I re- 
member, that, when party-spirit once ran high among 
my people, upou occasion of the choice of a new deacon, 
I, having my praferencea, yet not caiing bio openly to 
expi-eaa them, made use of an innocent ftaud to bring 
about that resnlt whioh I deemed most desirable. My 
itnitagem was no other than the throwing a copy of tha 
Complete Letter- Writer in the way of the candidate whom 
I wished to defeat. He caught the infection, and ad- 
dressed a short note to his constituents, in which the 
oppoaite party detected so many and so grave improprie- 
ties, (he bad modelled it upon the letter of a yonng lady 
accepting a proposal of marriage,) that hs not only lost 
nis election, but, falling under aauspicionof Sabellianism 
and T know not what, (the widow Endive assured me 1^1 
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forced to leai 

Tha object whioli oandidatea propoBB to themaelves In 
iVFitlDg is ta cODTey no inenning at all. And here Is a 
quite unsuspected pitfiill into wliich they snoceasEvely 
plunge iieadloug. For it is precisely in such crypto- 
graphies that mankind are prona to seek for and find a 
wonderfnl amount and variety of signifioanoe. Oiane 
igtiotsm pro mirifino. How do we admire at the antique 
world striving to crack those oracular nuts tVom Delgilil, 
Hammon, and Blaewhere, in only one of which can 1 so 
much as aurmise that any kernel had ever lodged ; that, 
namely, wharein Apollo confessed that he was moital. 
One DidyniuB ia, moreover, related to have written six 
thousand books on the single subject of grammar, a topio 
rendered only more tenehrjflo by the labors of his succes- 
sors, and vrbich seems still to possess an attraotjon Ibr 
authors in proportion aa tliey can jnateuothlngof it. A 
singular lo^stone fbr theologians, also, ia tha Beast in 
the Apocalypse, wbereof, in the course of my studies, I 
haye noted two hundred and tlicae seyei'al interpreta- 
tions, each lethiferal to all Che rest. JVon flustitun est 
tastas componere Ules, yet I hnva myself ventni'ed upon a 
two hundred and fourth, which ! embodied in a discourse 
pi'eaobed on ocoasion of tha demise of the late usurper, 
Napoleon Bonaparte, and which q^aieted, in a large niesis- 
■ ure, the minds of my people. It is true that my viewa 
on this important point were ardeuHy controverted by 
Mr. Shearjashub Holden, the then preceptor of our KORd- 
emy, and [n other particulars a very dasarviug and sen- 
sible young man, though possessing a somewhat limited 
knowledge of the Greek tongue. But his hei'esy struck 
down no deep root, and, he having been lately removed 
by the hand of Providence, I had the satisiiiotion of re- 



I,. Google 



nlTijTning my cherished sentiments in a sermou prpfiolied 
upon tlie Loi'd's dtiy itnmBdiataly succeeding his ftineral. 
This might sBBm like tailing an unfair adTantage, did 1 
not add that he had made provision id his last -wSl (being 
celibate) for the pnblication of a posthumous tnietate iu 
ETi]iport of his own dangecona opinions. 

1 know of nothing in onr modern tjmes which ap- 
pFoaohes so nearly to Uis ancient oracle as the letter of n 
Pi-esidential candidate. Now, among the Greeks, the 
eating of beans was strioUy forhidden to all such as had 
it in mind to consult those expert smphibologists, and 
this same prohihition on the part of Pythagoras to Jila 
disciples is understood to imply an absl^ence from pol- 
itics, beans having been used as baJlota. That other ex- 
plication, qaod videHcei senmi eo eido obtmidi adsUmaref, 
though supported puffma ei ci^dl^ts by many cf the learn- 

futed by Hie larger experience of Hew England. On the 
whole, I tliinii it safer to apply Jiere the rule of interpre- 
tation which now genemlly obtains hi regard to antique 
cosmogonies, myths, febJes, proverbial espres^ons, and 
knotty points generally, which is, to find a oomroon-sense 
meaning, and then select whatever eon be imagined the 
most opposite thereto. In this way we arrive at the con- 
elusion, that the Greets objected to the questioning o! 
candidates. And very properly, if, as I ooneeive, the 
chief point be not to discover what a person in tliat posi- 
tion is, or what he will do, but whether he can he elected. 

But, since an imitfltion of the Greeks in this partiouUr 
(the asking of questions being one chief privilege of free- 
men) is hardly to be hoped for, and onr candidates will 
answer, whettier they are questioned or not, I would re- 
commend tliat these anto-clcotlonary dialogues should be 
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eairiid on by ajmbolB, as were the diplomntie corre- 
BpondoiioBs of the Soythiims and Maeiobii, or confined to 
the language of signs, like the fomons interview of 
Pftnui^ and Gotitsnose. A candidate might then con- 
yey a anitable reply to all eommittaes of uiquiiy by clos- 
ing one eye, or by presenting fhem with a phia! of Egyp- 
tian darkness -to he epeoulated npon by their respeotJVB 
coosljtusncies. These answers would be susceptible of 
what«Ter retrospective construction the esigenoies of the 
political campaigQ might seem, to demand, and the can- 
didate oould take his position on either sid6 of the fence 
■with entufl ooiisieteaoy. Or, if letters must be written, 
profitable use might be made of the Dighton roclc hiero- 
glyphic or ths cnnaiform script, evei'y fi'esh deciphei'er 
of which is enabled to educe a different meaning, where- 
by a soulptnced stone or two supplies us, and will prob- 
ably oontinQB to supply posterily, with a very vast and 
various body of authentic history. For even the briefest 
epistle in the ordinary chlrography is dangerons. There 
ia scarce any style so compressed tiiat snperilQOUS words 
may not be detected in it. A severe critic might curtail 
that famous brevity of Csisar's by two thirds, drawing 
his pen through the supererogatory veni and dh^ Per- 
haps, after all, the surest footing of hope ia to be fonnd in 
the rapidly increasing tendency to demand less aud leas 
of quBlificaljan in candidates. Already have statesman- 
ship, esperience, and the possession (nay, the profession, 
even)of prinoiplea been rejected as supra^flnouB, and may 
not the patriot reasonably hope tJiat tJie ability to writa 
will follow ? At preaent, there may b« death in pot- 
hooks es well as pots, the loop of a letter may anflice for 
a bow-string, and all the dreadful heresies of Anli-slnvery 
may lurk in n flourish—H. W.] 
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A SECOND LETTER FROM B. SAWIN, ESQ. 

[Is the following apistle, wo behold Mr. Saivin letnm- 
l[ig, a miVo EBMHtas, to the bosom of his family. Quontam 
mutnlm.' Tho good Father of ns all had doubtless iu- 
trasted to the keepiiigof this child of his certain faculties 
of a constnictiTe kind. , He had put in him asliareof that 
vitnl force, the nicest economy of avscy minute atom of 
which is necessary to the perfect development of Human- 
ity. He had gi^en him a brain and heart, and so had 
e.|uipped his soul with the two strong wings of knowledge 
and love, wlierehy it can mount to hiuig its nest uncier 
the eaves of heaven. And this child, so dowered, he had 
intrusted to the keeping of his vicar, the State. How 
stands the aocountof that stewardship? The State, or 
Society, (call bar by what name you wili,) had taken no 
mannerofthonghtofhhn till she saw him swept out mto 
the street, the pitiful leavings of last night's debauch, 
with clgai'-ends, lemon-parlngs, tobaoeo-q^nids, slops, vile 
stenches, and the whole loathsome nest-nioi'iiiuB of the 
bar-room,— an own child of the Almighty Godl I ro- 
raember him as he was brought to be christened, a niddy, 
rugged hahe; and now there he wallows, recking, seeth- 
ing, — the dead corpse, not of a man, but of a soul, — a 
putrefying lump, horrible for tho life that is in it. Coioes 
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the wind of e vs t\ it feoofl S m tan i d pirt tha 
hair npon I Is fo eheai, o s too n e o L. those 
parched, crao ed 1 pa tl e mo g opens upon m her 
eyes full of p y ag sunsl qb the sky j ea ns own to 
him,— and tl ere he lies fe -me ti „ slBsp let ma 
not profane thy holy name by call ng that ste to oas nn- 
conscionsnass a slnraber . By and by comes along he 
State, God's vicar. Does aha say,— "My poor, forlorn 
foater-ohildl Behold here a force which I will make dig 
and plant and bnild for me ? " Not so, bnt,— '■ Hare is n 
raornit ready-mada to my hand, a piece of destroying 
ansi^y lying nnprofitably idle." So elie olape an ngly 
gray suit on him, pnta a mueket in his grasp, a.nd sends 
him off, with Gnberaatorial and other godspeeds, to do 
dnty as a destroyer. 

I made one of the crowd at the last Meohanios' Fair, 
and, with the rest, stood gaaing in wonder (it a perfect 
machine, with its soul of fire, its boller-lieart that sent 
the hot blood pnlsing along the iron arlaries, and its thewa 
of steel. And while I was admb^ing the adaptation of 
means to end, the harmonious involutions of eontrivanoe, 
and the never-bewildared complexity, I sair a grimed and 
greasy fellow, the imperious engine's lackey aud dmdge, 
whose sole office was to let fall, at intervals, a drop or 
two of oil upon a certain joint. Then my sonl said 
■wiHiin me. See there a piece of meolianism to whioh that 
□tber yoQ marvel at is but as the inde first effort of a 
child, — a force which not merely suffices to set a few 
wheels in motion, but which oan send an impiilse all 
through the infinite future, — a oontrivance, not for turn- 
ing out pins, or stitching button-holes, but for mailing 
Hamlets and Lears. And yet this thing of iron sbaJl be 
housed, waited on, guarded from mst and diist, and it 
shall be a crime but so much as to scratch it with a pin; 
while the other, with its fire of God in it, shall he buffeted 
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I- and thither, and finally seat cai-efally a tliousai 
to be the target for a Mexican cannon-ball. U 
y Mother State I My heart bnrned within me f 
and indignation, and 1 renewed this ooveniint wi 
ivpn Boul,— Jb aliis jaansueins ero, al, in ilaapkem 
T. arisfum,'amtia.~-H. W.] 



I 9POBB you wonder ware 1 be ; I can't teH, fer tho 

Exacly wave 1 be myself, — meanin' by thet the 

hoU o' me. 
Wen I left hum, I hed two legs, an' tiey wornt 

bad ones neither, 
(The scaliest trick they ever played wuz bringin' 

on me hither,) 
Now one on 'em's T dunno ware ; — tliey thought I 

An' sawed it off because they said 'iwnz kin' o' 

mortifyin' ; 
I'm willin' to believe it wub, an' yit I don't see, 

niither, 
Wy one should take to feelin' cheap a mtnnit sooner 

Sence both wuz equilly to blame; but things is ez 

tliey be ; 
It took on so they Wok it off, an' thet's enough fer 

ITiere's one good thing, though, to be said about 

niy wooden new one,— ■ 
The liquor can't git into it ez't used to in the true 

So it saves drink ; an' then, besides, a feller could 

n't beg 
A grettcr blessin' then to hev one oilers sober 
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It's true a chap's in want tf two fer folleriti' a 
But all the march I'm up to now is jest to Kingdom 

I've lost one eye, but thet's a loss ifs easy to supply 
Oat o' the glory that I've gut, fer thet is all my 

An' one is bis enough, I guess, by diligently usin' it. 
To see all I ^all ever git by way o' pay fer loan' it ; 
Off'cers, I notice, who ^t piutt far all our thumps 

an' kiofcina, 
Du wal by keepin' single eyes arter the fattest 

So, ez the eye's put feirly out, I'll larn to go with- 
out it, 
An' not allow myself to be no gret put out about 

Now, ie' me see, thet isn't all; I used, 'fore leavin' 

Jaalam, 
To count things on my finger-eends, but sutthin' 

Ware's ray left hand ? O, dara it, yes, I recollect 

wut^a come on't; 
I hfunt no left arm but my right, an' thet's gut jest 

a thumb on't ; 
It aint so hendy ez it wuz to cal'late a sum on't 
I've hed some ribs broke,— six (I b'lieve), — I hainl 

kep' no account on 'em ; . 
Wen pensions git to be the talk, I'll settle the 



An' now I'm speaMn' about ribs, it kin' o' brings 

One thet I couldn't never break, — the one I lef ' 

behind ; 
Ef you should see her, jest clear out the spout & 

your iiivontiou 
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Ail' pour the longest sweetnin' in about an annooal 

An' kin' o' hint (in case, you know, the erittef 

should refuse to be 
Consoled) I aint so 'xpensive now to keep ez wut 

I used to bo ; 
There's one arm leSiS, ditto one cje, an' then the 

log llief s wooden 
Can be took off an' sot away wonever ther's a 

I spose you think I'm comiu' back ez opperfunt ez 

thunder, 
With shiploads o' gold ims^es au' varus sorts o' 

plunder ; 
Wal, 'fore I vullinteered, I thought this coutttry 

Canaan, a I'egl'ar Promised Land flowin' with rum 



An' gold wuz dug ez tatera he among our Yankee 

Ware nateral adrantages were nuffiel}' amazin', 
Ware every rock there wuz about with preoioua 

stuns wuz blazin'. 
Ware inili-sit«a filled the country up ez thick ez 

you could eram 'em, 
Au' desput rivers run about abeg^n' folks to dam 

Then there were meetinhouses, tu, ehookftil o' gold 
an' silver 

Thet you could take, au' no one couldn't hand ye 
innobillfei-;— 

Thet's wut I thought afore I went, thet^s wut them 
tellers Wld us 

Thet stayed to hum au' speechified an' to tho buz- 
zards sold us; 
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I thought thet gold mioeB could be gut cheaper than 

Chiny asters, 
An' see myself acomin' back like sixty Jacob 

Astora ; 
But sech idera soon melted down an' didn't leave 



I vow my hoU sheer o' the spiles wouldn't come 

nigh a T spot ; 
Although, most anywares we've ben, you needn't 

break no locks, 
Nor run no kin' o' risks, to fill your pocket full o' 

I guess I mentioned in my last some o' the nateral 
O' this all-fiered buggy hole in th' way o' awfle 

But I fergut to name (new things to speak on so 

abounded) 
Hpw one day you'll most die o' thust, an' 'fore the 

next git drownded. 
The clymit seems to me jest like a teapot made o' 

pewter 
Onr Pi-udence bed, thet wouldn't pour (all she 

could du) t« suit her ; 
Fust place the leaves 'ould choke the spout, so'* 

not a drop 'ould dreen out. 
Then Prude 'ould lip an' tip an' lip, til! the holl 

kit bust clean out, 
The kiver-hinge-pin bein' lost, tea-leaves an' tea 

'ould all come down kerswosh ! ea though the dam 

Jest so 'tis here; holl months there aint a day o' 
rainy weather, 

An' jest ez th' officers 'ould be alayin' heads to- 
gether 
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Bz f how they'd mix their drink at sech a miling- 

tary deepot, — 
T 'oiJd pour ez though the lid wua oil' the evev- 

lastin' teapot 
The cons'queaee is, thet I shall take, wen I'm 

allowed to leave here, 
One piece o'propaty along, — an' thefs the ahakin' 

It*a ren^ilar employment, though, an' thet aint 
thought to harm one, 

" " " '■ z with t'other leg 



An' ifs a consolation, tu, although it dooan't pay, 
To hev it said you're some gret shakes in any kin' 



One day a refi'lar ahiver-de-freeze, an' next ez 

good ez bakin', — 
One day abrilin' in the sand, then smoth'rin' in the 

mashes,— 
Git up all sound, be put to bed a mess o' hacks an' 

smaahes. 
But then, tliinks I, at any rate there's glory to be 

hed, — 
Thet's an investment, arler all, tliet mayn't turn 

out so had ; 
But somehow, wen we'd fit an' licked, I oilers 

found the thanks 
Gut kin' o' lodged afore they come ez low down ez 

the ran^ ; 
The Gin'rals gut the biggest sheer, die Cunnlca 

We never gut a hlasted mite o' glory ez I know 
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Divi^oii so's to give a piece to twenty thousand 

priyits ; 
Ef you should multiply by ten the - portion o' the 

You wouldn't git more'n half enough to speak of 

We gjt the licitB, — we're jest the grist thet's put 

int« War's hoppei-s ; 
Leftenants is the lowest grade thet helps pick up 

the coppers. 
It may suit folks thet go a^n a hody with a soul 

>'*■ 
An' wnt contented with a hide without a bagnet 

But glory is a kin" o' thing / shan't pursue no 

furder, 
Coz (bet's the off'cers parquisite, — youm'a on'y 

jest the murder. 

Wal, arter I gin glory up, thinks I at least there's 

Thing in the bills we aint hed jit, an' thet's the 

Ef once we ^t to Mexico, we fiurly may persume 

All day an' night shall reve! in the halls o' Monte- 

I'll tell ye wut my revels wuz, an' aee how yoii 

would like 'em ; 
We never gut inside the hall ; the aighest ever 1 

Wuz sfan'in' sentry in the sun (an', fact, it seemed 

a cent'ry) 
A ketcbin' smells o' biled an' roast thet come out 

thru the entry. 
An' hearin' ez I sweltered thm my passes an' re- 
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A rat-taHoo o' koiTes an' forks, a tlinkty-eliiik o' 
I can't tell off the bill o' fere the Gin'rals lied in- 
All I know is, thet ont o' doors a pair o' soles wuz 

An' not a hunderd iniles awayflTun ware tliis ehild 

wuz posted, 
A Maasaehuaetis citizen wuz baked an' biled an' 

roasted ; 
Tiie on'y thing like revellin' thet ever come to Ane 
Wuz bein' routed out o' sleep tiy thet darned 

They say the quarrel's settled now ; fer my part 

I've some doubt on't, 
'T 'II take more fish-skin than folks think to take 

tie rile clean out on't ; 
At any rat«, Vm so used up I can't do no more 

fightin', 
The on'y chance thet's left to me is politics or 

Now, ez the people's gut to hev a milingtary 

An' 1 aint nothin' else jest now, I've hit upon a 

The can'idalia' line, you know, 'ould suit me to 

aT, 
An' ef I lose, twunt hurt my ears to lodge another 

flea; 
So ril set up ez can'idate fer any kin' o' office, 
(I mean fer any thet includes good easy-uheers an' 

soffles ; 
Fer ez to runnin' fer a place ware work's the time 

You know thet's wat I never did,— except the 
other way;) 
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Ef it's the Preaidantial cheer fer wich I'd hetl*^! 

Wat two legs anywares about eould keep up with 

my one? , 
There aint no kin' o' qu Jity in Cftn'idateB, it's said, 
So useful ez a wooden leg,— except a wooden heaii ; 
There's nothin' aint so poppylar — -(wy, it's a par- 

To think wut Mexico kez paid fer Santy Anny's 



knee-high, 

I never did hev any gret, ez you can testify ; 
Fm a decided peace-man, tu, an' go agin tlie war, — 
Fer now the hoU on'tfs gone an' past, wut is diere 

.togo/tr! 
Ef, wile you're leetloneerin' round, some curus 

chaps should beg 
To know my views o' state affMrs, jest answer 

Ef they aint settisfied with thet, an' kin' o' pry an' 

doubt 
An' ax ter sutthin' deffynit, jest say one eye put 

Thet kin' o" talk I gue«s yoali find'U answer to a 

charm. 
An' wen you're diuv tu nigh the wall, hoi' up my 



took I 
Then you can call rae " Timbertoea," — thet's wul 
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Some saj- the people's fond o' ttia, or thct, or wu' 

I teE ye wut the people want is jest correct idees ; 

" Old limbertoeB," you see, 's a creed it'a safe to 
be quite bold ou, 

There's nothin' in't the other aide can any ways 
^t hold on ; ' 

It's a good tangible idee, a suttiin' to embody 

That valooable clas o' men who look thru brandy- 
toddy ; 

It gives a Party Platform, tu, jest level with the 

Of all right-thinkin', bonest folks thet mean to go 

it blind ; 
Then there £ur other good hooraws la dror ou e^ 

you need 'em, 
Seeh ez the one-eyed Slaktekeb, the i 

BiKDOFKBDUM ; 

'Them's wut takes hold o' folks thet think, e 



There's one thing Fm in doubt about ; in order to 
be Presidunt, 

It's absolutely ne'ssary to be a Southern residunt; 

The Constitution settles thet, an' also thet a teller 

Must own a nigger o' some sort, jet black, or brown, 
oryeller. 

Now I haint no objections agin particklar climes. 

Nor agin ownin' anythin' (except the truth some- 
times V 

But, ez I haint no capita!, up there among ye, may 

Yon might raise funds enough fer me to buy a low- 
priced baby, 
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An' then, to Boit the No'therti folks, who fee! 

obteeged to say 
Tliey hafe an' cues the veiy (hing they vote for 

every day, 
Say you're assured I go full butt fer Libbaty'a dif- 

An' made the purohis oa'j" jest fo spite the Iiisti- 

But, golly ! tiere's the currier's hoss upon the 

pavement pawin' ! 
Ill be more 'xplieit in my next. 

'birdofkedum SAWIN. 

[We have now a tolerably fair ohaiioe of estimating 
how the balaooB-sheet standB between our returned vol- 
nnleer and glory. SnppoEing fhs entries to he set down 
on hoth sides of the aooonnt in fracaonal parts of one 
hundred, we shall arrive at something like tbe following 



B. Sawin, Esq., in Bcoou 


nt ivith|liiAmOlji-oi.r 


Cr. 


I 


Byloaaof oneleg, . 20 


To one oroth thiea 


" do. oneai-m, . 16 


cheers m Faneuil 


" do. foar fingers, 5 


Hall, 


" do. one eye, . 10 


do do on 


" the hraaking of eix 




ribs, . . e 


talion of EHOrd to 


" having served under 


Colcneil^ryht, 


Colonel CuBhingono 


" one suit Of si-aj 


montli, . . 4i 


cluthe'^Cmgemoaslv 
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chance of pension, 1 
' piivilega of drawing 
long-bow during rest 



E. E. 

If wouia appear tliat Mr. Sawin found the aotua] feast 
cariouslj the reverse of the bill of fare adTOrtised in Fan- 
euil Hall and other plsoea. His primary object seeraa to 
have been tlie malting of his fortnna. Qui^enda pecuaia 
primum, virlja post jemamoi. He hoisted sail for Eldorado, 
and shlpwreofced on Point Tribulation. Quid non nier- 
inlia pectora EOgis, auii tcu>ra _fame> f The speculation 
has sometimes crossed raj mind, in that di-eary intarval 
of drought which intervenes between qnerterly stipen- 
diary showers, that Providence, by tlie creation of a 
money-tree, might have simplified wonderfully the some- 
times perplesiug problem of human life. We read of 
bread-ti-eea, the bnttei' for which lies rendy-chnmed in 
Irisb b(^E. Milk-treea we are n^uved of in South Amer- 
ica, and stout Sir John Hawkins taatifleB ta water-trees 
in the Ciinariea. Boot-trees bear abundantly in Lynn 
and elsowtere ; and 1 have seen, in the enti'ies of the 
wei^thy, hat-trees with a fair show of fi-uit. A fiimily- 
tree I once cultiyatad myself, and foand thereHtim but a 
scanty yield, and that quite tasteless and innutritionSp 
Of trees bearing men we are not without esamplasi oa 
those in the park of Lonis the Eleventh of France. Who 
has forgotten, moreover, that olive-tree, growing in the 
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for tlie geneml propagation of which, as of a new (inti 
preoiona variety, tha pliiloaoplier Dioganes, hitherto nn- 
intereatad in arborioulture, waa so zealous ? In the sjfoo 
of our own Southern States, the femalea of my fata ly 
have called my attention to the chinas-tree. M 1 1 ml 
tiply examples, I will barely odd to my list th b ■oh 
tree, in the smaller branches of which has bean pin tad 
so mii'aoulooa a virtue for oommunieating the L t n and 
Greelt langnages, aiid which may well, th f "e IM 
classed among the trees producing neceasar f hf — 
venerabUe donuta^ataUs ^rgcB^ That monay-ttees esiEted 
in the golden age there want not prevalent reasons for our 
believing. For does not tha old proverb, when it aborts 
that money does not grow on entry bush, imply aforliori 
ibat there were csrtain bushes which did produce it? 
Again, there is anoth ano nt aw to the 6" t that 
money is the root of all vil F -om whi 1 t ad ges 
itmay be safe to infer th tth af a d pao as f t e 
first degenerated into alurbth b ndlnd 
ground, and finally, in n g ai ished Itoireth 

In favorable espoBurea t n y b j tnred that a ). 
imen or two survived to a g t aga a^ m tl feard n f 
he Heap rides; and, indeed, what else could that tree in 
h S 3 h ^neid have been, with a branch whereof the 
T h ro prooored admission to a territory, for the 

e ring wtiich money js a surer passport than to a 
rtahi her more profltable (too) foreign kingdom? 
¥h h these speculations of mine have any force in 
h m whetlier they will not rather, by most readers, 
b d m d impertinent to the matter in hand, ia a qnas- 
tion which I leave to the determination of an indulgent 
posterity. That there were, in more primitive and hap- 
pier times, sliops where money wag sold,— and that, too, 

onstration. For wfint but a dealer in this article was 
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that Mollis who supplied UlyMas with motive power for 
liis fleet in bags? Wliat that Ericus, king of Sweden, 
wlio is said to have kept the winds in his cap? What, 
in raoro recant times, tiiOBe Lapland Nomas who traded 
ill Tayorable breazes ? All wWoh, Yf ill appear tlia more 
clearly when we consider, that, even to tliis daj, raimg 
Sw mad la pcovarbial for raising money, and that brokers 
nnd banlES were invented by the Venetians at a later 

And now for the improvement of this digression. I 
find a parallel to Mr. Sawin's fottane in an adventure of 
my own. For, ahorlly after I had first broached to my- 
self the befora-statfld naturHl-hiatorioal and archmologi- 
col theories, sa 1 was passing, hoc tiegotia penitaa meaaa 
remifoena, throngh one of the obscnra suburbs of our New 
England metropolis, my eye was attracted by iJiese words 
upon a sign-board,— Cheap Cash-Stohe. Here was at 
once tbe confirmation of my specnlations, sod the sub- 
Etnnoe of my hopes. Here lingered the fragment of a 
happier past, oi' stretched out the first tremulous organio 
filament of a more fortunate futnre. Thus glowed the 
distant Mexico to the eyes of Sawia, as he looked through 
the dirty pane of the cecraiting-offlce window, or specu- 
lated from the snmmit of that mira^-Plsgah which the 
imps of the botUe are so cunning in raising np. Already 
hud my Alnasohar-fanoy (even during that first half-be- 
lieving glance) expended in various useful directions the 
tiinds to be obtained by pledging the manuscript of a 
proposed volume of discourses Already did a clock 
ornament the tower of the J^aJam meetmg house, a g)E^ 
appropriately, but mode'tlv, comraemorated in the parish 
and town records both, for now miny years kept by 
myself. Alreadi had mj loa Seneca completed his 
course at the Univer-itj Whether for the moment w e 
may not be consileied is act^^ll^ bi liii„ it oiei th in 
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Baratai'ias with the vioerovalty of which Hope invests 
H9, and whether we are ever bo warmly honsed (la in our 
Spanish ctiBtles, wtmld afford matter of moment 
Enough that 1 found that aign-boaid to be no otJier than 
a bait to the trap of a decayed grooer. NeTerthalesB, I 
bought uponnd of dates [getting short weight by reason 
of ImmansB flights of harpy fliaa who pursued and lighted 
upon thsir pray even m tho very sofiles), which purohaaa' 
I made, not only with an eye k> the litUe ones at home, 
but also as a figurative reproof of tiiat too ftequeiit habit 
of my mind, which, forgetting the due order of chronol- 
ogy, will often persuade ma that the happy sceptre of 
Satnrn is stretched over this AstTiea-foi-SHken nineteenth 
century. 

Having glanced at the ledger of Glory under the title 
Baam, B,, lot ua extend oar investigations, and discover 
if that instmctiya yolnme doea not contain some charges 
more personally intaresting to ourselves. I think we 
should be more economical of our resources, did we dior- 
oughly appreciate the feet, that, whenever Brother Jona- 
than seems to be thrusting his hand into his own pocket, 
he ia, in fact, picking ours. I oonfeaa tliat the late nmch 
which the country hbs been running has materially 
changed my viewa as lo the best method of raising reve- 
nue. If, by means of direct taxation, the bills for every 
extraordinary outlay were brought under our immediate 
eye, so that, like thrifty housekeepers, we could see 
where and liow fast the money was going, we should be 
leas likely to commit extravagances. At present, these 
tilings are managed in such a, hugger-mugger way, tliat 
we know not what we pay for ; the poor man is charged 
as much as the rich j and, while we are saving and scrimp- 
ing at the spigot, the government is drawing off at the 
bung. If we could know that a part of the money wa 
expend for tea and coffee goes to buy powder and balls. 
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oiJil that it is Moxiciin blooil which maltos the ciothss on 
oar bucks mora costly, itwoold sat some of us athinlting. 
During the present fiJl, 1 bave often pictured to myself a, 
government ofBciEil enteiing my study and hivnding me 
IJie followiDg hill; — 

Wasbisgtoh, Sept. 30, 1848. 
Bbv. Homer Wilbcir to KnclE Sauiucl, Dr. 
To Ills share of work done in Mexico on partQerehip 
account, sundry jobs, ns below. 

" killing, maiming, and womiiJing about 6,000 

Mexicans, 82.00 

" slaughtering one woman oaiTying watei- to 

wounded 10 

" osti'a B'oi'k on two different Sabbaths (one bom- 
bardment and one assault) whei'eby the 
Mexicans were prevented from defiling them- 
selves with the idolatries of high mass, . 8.60 

" throwing an aapeeially fortunate and Pioleatant 
bombshell into the Cathedral at Vera Crnz, 
whereby several female Papists wei'e slain 
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oontinuanoe of patronage. Orders executed with neat- 
ness and dBBpatoh. Terms as low as those of any other 
coutrtiotor for the same kiud and style of work. 

I can fhncy the official answering my loolt of horror 
■with,— " Yes, Sir, it looks like a high charge, Sir ; but in 
these days slaughtering ia slaughtering." Verily, I would 
that every one understood that it was ; for it goes about 
obtaining money under the fiJse pretence of being glory. 
For me, I have an imagination which plays me unoom- 
Ibrtabls tricks. It happens to me sometimes to see a 
slaughterer on his way home &om bis day^s work, and 
forthwith my imagination puts a cocked-hat upon his 
head and epatdettes upon his shouldei's, aad sets him up 
as a candidate for the Presidency. So, also, on a recent 
public occasion, as the place assigned lo the " Reyerend 
Clergy " Ib just behind that of " Officers of the Army 
and Navy " in processions, it was my fortune to be seated 
at the dimier-tahle over against one of these respectable 
persons. He waa arrayed as (out of his own profession) 
only kings, court-offioers, and footmen are in Europe, and 
Indians in America. How what does my over-officioos 
imagination but sot to work npon him, sti'ip him of his 
gay livery, and present him to me costless, bis trowsers 
thrnst into the tops of a pair of boots thick with clotted 
blood, and a basket on his arm out of which lolled a gore- 
Braeared axe, thereby destroying my relish for the tem- 
poral mercies upon the board before me ! — H. W.] 
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A THIRD LETTER IfEOM B, SAWIN, ESQ. 

[Utob the following letlar slender comment will be 
needful. In what rirer Selemnus has Mr. Sawiii bathed, 
that he has become bo swiftly obhrions of hl9 fbrmel 
loves? Prom aa ardent and (aa befits a, aoldier) confident 
wooer of that ooy bride, the popular t&vor, we see him 
subside of a sudden into the (I trust not jilted) Cincinna- 
tus, retoming to his plough witii a goodly-sized branch 
of willow in hia hand i figuratively retnniing, however, 
to a figurative plough, and from no pi'ofoimd aiTeBtion for 
tliat honored implement of husbandry, (for which, indeed, 
Mr. Sawin never displayed any decided predilection,) bat 
iif order to be gracefully summoned thereti:om to more 
congenial labora. It would seem that the character of 
the ancient Dictatjir had beoome part of the recognized 
Btoct of our modern political comedy, though, as our 
term of office extends to a qnadreniilal leugtli, the piu> 
p.llel ia not so minutely exaot as could be daaired. It is 
Bufficiently so, however, for purposes of scenic represen- 
t'ition Au humble cottage (if bnilt of logs, the better] 
fu u s tl e Aroadiai background of the stage. This rus- 
t c paradise is labelled Ashland, Jaalam, North Bend, 
Ml shhe 1 L. nde hook o Baton Eoage, as occasion de- 
n la re re the do. stands a something with one 
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liMidle 1 tlie other painted in proper perspaotiTe), which 
represents, in happy ideal vagueness, the plongh. To 
this the defeated ciLiididnte rushes wil^h delirions joy, wel- 
comed us a futhec by appcoptiate groups of bappy liUior- 
ers, or from it the successful one is torn widi difficulty, 
sustained alona by a nobla sanse of public duly. Only I 
have observed, that, if tha scans ba laid at BItan Rouge 
or Ashland, tlie laborers are kept carefully in tlis baofc- 
ground, and aie heard to shout from behind tbe scenes 
in a singular tone rasembling nlulation, and aooompanied 
by a sound not nnlike vigorous clapping. This, bowevar, 
may be artistically in keeping with the habits of the rus- 
tic papulation of those localities. The precise connection 
between agricultural pursuits and statesmanship I have 
not bean able, after diligent inquiry, to discover. But, 
that my investigations may not be barren of all IVult, I 
will mention one envious atatistical fiict, which I consider 
thotonghly estabHsbad, namely, that no real farmer ever 
attains practically beyond a seat in Genei'al Court, how- 
ever theoretioally qualified for moi'e exalted station. 

It is prohable that some other prospect has been opened 
to Mr. Sawin, and tbat he has not made this gi-eat eacri< 
floe without some definite understanding in regard to a 
seat in the cabinet or a foreign mission. It may be sup- 
posed that we of Jaalam were not untouched by a feeling 
of villatic pride in beholding onr townsman occupying so 
large a space in the pnblio eye. And to me, deeply re- 
volving tbe qualifications necessary to a candidate in 
these frugal times, those of Mr. S. seemed peculiarly 
adapted to a succassfnl campaign. The loss of a lag, an 

the condition of a wa elpriMerea nihil, that I could think 
of nothing but the loss of his head by which his ohivncB 
could have been bettered. But since he has ohoaen ba 
baulk our sniFragcs, we must content ourselves with what 



.oy..i,.CuU*}lc 



s «oii esse 'Inndfis, rfum 



I SPOSB you recollect thot I explained my gennle 

Jn the last billet tbet I writ, "way down frum Veery 

Jest arter I'd a kind o* ben spontanously sot up 
To run unanimoasly fer the Preadential oiip ; 

' ' (0 wish o' mine, 'twiiz ferflely 



But poppiler enthosiasm gut so almiglity presEiu' 
Thel, though like sixty ail along I fumed an' fussed 

an' soirered, 
There didn't seem no ways to stop tJieir brin^n' 

on me forrerd ; 
Fact is, they udged the matter so, I couldn't help 

admittin' 
Tlie Father o' his Country's shoes no feet but mine 

'oiJd fit in, 
Besides the savin' o' the soles fer ages to succeed, 
Seein' thet with one wannut foot, a pair 'd be more 

An', tell ya wut, them shoes '11 want a thund'rin 

Ef this 'ere fashion is to last we've gut into o' 

hatcliin' 
A pair o' second Washintona fer every now elec- 



I wuz a^in' on to say thet wen at fuat I saw 

The masses would stick to't I wuz the Country's 

fathei^'n-law, 
(They would ha' bed it Father, but I told 'em 't 

wouldn't du. 
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Coz thct wuz sutthin' of a, sort they couldn't spUl 

in tu, 
An' Washlnton hed hed the thing kid fairly to lus 

Nor daren't say 'twom't his'n, much ez sixty year 

afore,) 
But 'taint no matter ez to thet; wen I wuz nomer- 

'Twom't natur but wut I should feel consid'able 

elated. 
An' wile the hooraw o' tbe tiling wuz kind o' noo 

I thought our ticket would ha' caird the co^intry 
with a reeh. 

Senee I've come hum, though, an' looked round, I 

think I seem to find 
Strong argimunts ez thick ez fleas to make me 

change my mind; 
It's cleat to anj' one whose br^n ^n't fur gone in 

a phthisis, 
Thet hail Columby's happy land is goin' thro a 

An' 'twouldn't noways du to hev tie people's mind 

distracted 
By bein' all to once by sev*ral pop'lar names 

attackted; 
'Twould save hull haycartloada o' fiiss an' three 

four months o' jaw, 
Ef some illuBtrous paytriot should back out au' 

witlidraw ; 
So, ez I aint a crooked stick, jest like — like ole (I 

~ o my 

ei'ikin distinguished politishiu 
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5gir 


is to try ef 


: wut they call definin' his posi 


'al, 


I,ferom 


f, feel sure he aint gut nothi 




define ; 





It's so nine caaes out o' ten, but jest that tenth is 
And 'tdnt no more'n is proper 'n' right in seeh a 



To Mnt the coarse you think 'U be the savin' o' the 

nation ; 
To funk right out o' p'lil^cal strife aint thought to 

be tne thing, 
Without you deaoon off the toon you want your 

folks should ang ; 
So I edvise the noomrous friends thct's in one boat 

To jest up billock, jam right down their hollum 

hard a lee, 
Haul the sheets taut, an', laying out upon the 

Suthun tack, 
Make fev the safest port they can, wich, / think, 

is Ole Zack. 

Next thing you'll want to know, I spose, wut atgi- 
To see thet makes me liink this ere'll be the 
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Fust plate, TVe ben consid'bte round in bar-rooma 

an' saloons 
Agethrin' public sentjment, 'mongst Demmei'Crats 

and Coons, 
An' 'taint ve'y offen tHet I meet a chap but wut 

Fer Kough an' Ready, fair an' square, hufs, taller, 

horns, an' skin; 
I don't deny but wut, fer one, ez fur ez I could 

1 didn't like at fust the Pheladelphy nomernee; 
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I could ha' pinted to a man thet wuz, I gneas, a, peg 
Higher than him, — a soger, tii, an' wiSi a wooden 

'eg; 
But every day with more an' more o' Taylor zeal 

Seein' wieh way the tide thet sets to otHce is 

"Wy, into BeUers's we notched the yofes down on 

three sticks, — 
'Twuz Birdol'redum one, Cass aught, an' Taylor 

twent^ix, 
An' bein' the on'y canderdate thet wnz upon the 

ground, 
They said 'twaz no raore'n right thet I should pay 

the diinka all round ; 
Ef Pd expected sech a trielt, I wouldn't ha' cut 

my foot 
By goiu' aa' Totin' fer myself like a consumed coot; 
It didn't make no diff'rence, though ; I wish I mav 

be cast, 
Ef Sellers wuzn't slim enough to say he wouldn't 



Another pint' thet influences the minds o' sober 

jedges 
Is thet the Gin'ral hezn't gut tied hand an' foot 

with pledges ; 
He hezn't told ye wut he is, an* so there aint no 

k no win' 
But wut he may turn out tfl be the best there is 

This, at the on'y spot thet pinched, the shoe directly 

eases, 
Coz every one is free to 'xpeet pereisely wut he 
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I Tote my way; you, yourn ; an' both ajr sooted to 

a T there. 
Ole Eougb an' Keady, tu, 's a Wig, but without 

faeiii' ultry 
(He's like a holsome hayinday, fhet's warai, but 

_ isn't Bultry) ; 
He's jest wnt I should call myself, a kin' o' scratch, 

ez tware, 
Thet ant exacly all a wig nor wholly your own 

IVe belt a Wig three weeks mysell, jest o' this 

mod'rate sort, 
An' don't find them an' Demmercrata so different 

ez I thought; 
They both act pooty much alike, an' push an' 

scrouge an' cus ; 
They're like two pickpockets in league fer Uncle 

Samwell's pus ; 
Each takes a side, an' then they squeeze the old 

Turn all his pockets wrong side out an' quick ez 

lightnin' clean 'em ; 
To nary one on'em I'd trust a aecon'-lianded 

No fui-dcr off 'an I could sling a buUoi^k by the 



Webster sot mattora right in thet air Mashfiel' 

speech o' his'n ; — 
" Taylor," sez he, "aint nary ways the one tliet Fd 

a chizEen, 
Nor he aint fitdn' far the place, an' like ez not he 

aint 
No more'n a tough ole bullethead, an' no gret of a 



" obsai-ve my pint, h 
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Ez thoTigli tlie greasin' on him wovn't a thing to 

hire Choate fer; 
Aint it ez easy done to drop a ballot in a box 
Fer one ez't is fer t'other, fer the bulldog ez the 

foK?" 
It takes a mind like Dannel's, fact, ez big ez alt ou' 

dooTB, 
To find out thet it looks like rfun arter it fairly 

pours; _ 
I 'gree with him, it aint so dreffle troublesome to 

Fer Taylor arter all, — itfs jest to go an' change 

"Wen, he's once greased, yoa'U swaller him an' 

Unleas he scratches, goin' down, with them 'ere Gin- 

'ral'a spura. 
I've ben a votin' Demmercrat, ez reg'lar ez a 

But don't find goin' Taylor gives my narves no gret 

'f a shock ; 
Truth is, the cutest leadin' Wigs, ever sence fust 

they found 
Wich side the bread gut buttered on, hev kep' a 

edein' round; 
They kin o' shpt the planks frum out th' ole plat^ 

form one by one 
An' made it gradooally noo. Tore folks fcnow'd wut 

Till, fur'z I know, there aint an inch thet I could 

lay my han' on. 
But I, or any Demmercrat, feels comf table to Stan' 

An* ole Wig doctrines acf lly look, their occ'pants 

bein' gone, 
Lonesome ez staddles on a mash without no hay- 
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1 spose it's time now I should give my thoughts 

upon the plan, 
Tliet chippud Ihe shell at Buffalo, o' settin' up oie 

I used to vote fer Martin, liut, I swan, I'm clean 

diseuatcd, — 
He aint the man fhet I can say is fittin' to be 

tmsted ; 
He aint half antislavVy 'nough, nor I aint sure, ez 

some be, 



This Buff'lo plaster aint agoin' to dror ahnighty 

Some folks, 1 know, hev gut th' idee thtt No'thun 

dough '11 rise, 
Though, 'fore I see it riz an' baked, I wouldn't 

trust my eyes ; 
'Twill take move emptins, a long chalk, than this 

noo party's gut. 
To give seeh heavy caJtes ez them a start, T tell yo 

But even ef they c^rd the day, there wouldn't be 

no endunn' 
To Bton' upon a platform with sech critters ez Van 

An' his son John, tu, I can't think howthet'ere-chap 

should dare 
To speak ez he doos; wy, they say he used to ouss 

I spose he never read the hymn iJiet tells how down 

the stairs 
A feller with long legs wuz throwed thet wouldn't 

say his prayers. 



„. Cuuyle 



253 THE BIGLOW PAPRRS. 

This brings me to atiotler pint: the leaders o' the 

Aint jest aeoh men ez I can act along with free an' 

hearty ; 
They ant not quite respectable, an' wen a feller'a 

morrila 
Don't tfle the strtughtest kin' o' mark, wy, him an' 

lae jcat quamls. 
I went to a free soil meelJn' onoe, an' wiit d'ye 

think I Bee V 
A feller was aspcmtin' there thet act'lly come to me, 
About two year ago last spring, ez nigli ea I can 

jedge. 
An' axed me ef I didn't want to sign the Tem- 

prunce pledge 1 
He's one o' them that goes about an' sez you hedn't 

Drink nothin', momin', noon, or night, stronger 'an 

Taunton water. 
There's one rule I've ben guided by, in settlin' how 

to vote, oilers, — 
I take the side tliet isn't took hy diem consamed 

teetotallei's. 

Ez fer the niggers, Tve hen South, an' thct hez 

changed my mind ; 
A lazier, more ongrateful set you couldn't nowers 

find. 
Xou know I mentioned in my last thet I should buy 

a nigger, 
Ef I could make a purchase at a pooty mod'rate 

fi^er; 
So, ez there's nothin' in the world I'm fonder of 'an 

gunnin', 
I closed a bai-gin finally to take a feller ninnin'. 
I shou'dered queen's-arm an' stumped out, au' wen 
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'Tworn't TGi-y long afore I gut upon the nest o' 

I come acrost a kin' o' hut, an', playin' round tlie 

Some little woolly-headed cubs, ez many'z six or 

At iijst I thought o' firin', but thinh Imce is safest 

There aiut, tbinks I, not one on 'em but'ij wuth bis 

twenty dollars, 
Or would be, ef I hed 'em back into a Christian 

Hoiv teuiptin' all on 'em would look upon an auc- 
tion-stand I 
(Not but wut I hate Slavery in fb' abstract, stem to 

I leave it ware our fathers did, a privit State coa- 

Soon'z they see me, they yelled an' run, but Pomp 

wua out alioein' 
A leetle patch o' corn he hed, or else there aint no 

knowin' 
He wouldn't ha' took a pop at me ; but I hed gut 

the start, 
An' wen he looked, I vow he groaned ez though 

he'd broke his heart ; 
He done it like a wite man, tn, ez nafral pz a 

The imp'dunt, pis'nous hypocrite ! wus 'an a boy 

constrictor. 
" You can't gum me, I tell ye now, an' so you 

needn't trj, 
I 'xpoct my eye-teeth every mail, no jest shet up," 

" Don't go to actjn' ugly now, or else I'll jest let 

you'd best draw kindly, seein' 'z liow T'vp gut ye 
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Besides, you darned ole fool, it aint no gret of ix 

disaster 
To be bBcev'lently druv back to a contented maBter, 
Ware you bed Christian priv'ledges j'Oa don't seem 

Or you^ ha' never run away from bein' Well took 

care of; 
Ez fer kin' Ireatment, wy, be wuz so fond on ye, lie 

He'd give a fifty spot right out, to git ye, 'lire or 

Wite folks aint sot by half ez much ; "member I 

Wen I wuz bound to Cap'n Jakea, to Mattj'squm- 

seot bay ; 
Don' know him, likely? Spose not; wal, the 

mean ole codger went 
An' offered— wot reward, think ? Wal, it worn't 

no less 'it a cent." 



The pis'nous brutes, I'd no idee o' tlie ill-will they 

bore me ; 
We walked till som'ers about noon, an' then it grew 

GO hot 
I thought it best to camp awile, so I chose out a spot 
Jest under a magnoly tree, an' there right down I 

Then I unstrapped my wooden 1^, coz it begun tfl 

An' laid it down 'long side o' me, supposin' all wuz 

1 made my darkies all set down around me in a 

ring, 
An' sot an' kin' o' ciphered up how mueh the lot 

would bring ; 
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But, wile I ilrinked the peaceful cu|) of a pure 

lieart an' iiuDd, 
(Mixed with some wiatey, now an' then,) Pomp he 

snaked up behind, 
An' creepin' gi'ad'lly tlose tu, ez quiet ez a mink, 
Jest grabbed my le", and tlien pulled foot, quieker 

'an you could wink, 
An', come to look, they each on 'em hed gut behiii' 

An Pomp poked out the leg a piece, jest so ez 1 

An' yelled to me to thi-ow away my pistils an' toy 

gun, ■ 
Or else tket they'd cidr off the leg, an' fairly out 



However, ez there Vfom't no help, I finally give in 
An' heft my arms away to ^t my leg safe back 

Pomp gethered all the weapins up, an' then he 

come an' grinned. 
He showed his ivory some, I guess, an' sez, " You're 

fairly pinned ; 
Jest buckle on your leg a^n, an' git right up an 

'Twun't du fer fammerly men like me to be so 

long from hum." 
Al fust I put my foot right down an' swore I 

wouldn't budge. 
" Jest ez you choose," sez he, quite cool, "either 

be shot or trudge." 
So this black-hearted monster took an' aet'lly dmv 

,4iong the very feetmarks o' my happy mornin 
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2.l6 THE BIGLOW PAPEHB. 

An' kep' me pris'ner "bout six months, an' worked 

me, tu, like sin, 
Till I hed gut his corn an' his Carliaj taters in ; 
He made me larn him readin', tu, (although tlie 

crittur saw 
How much it hut my monil sense to act agin the 

htw,) 
So'st he could read a Bible he'd gut ; an' axed ef I 

could pint 
The North 8tar out ; but there I put his nose some 

outo'jinf, 
Fer I weeled roun' about sou'west, an', lookin' up a 

bit, 
Kcked out a middlin' shiny one an' tole him thet 

rinlly, he took me to the door, an', gi^in' me a 

8ez, — " Ef 70U know wut's best fer ye, be off, now, 

double-quiclc ; 
The winter-tjme's a comm' on, an', though I gut ya 

You're so chimed lazy, 1 don't think you're hardly 

wuth your keep ; 
Bewdes, the childrin's growin' up, an' you aint jest 

the model 
I'd like to hev 'em immertate, an' so you'd better 

toddle 1 " 

Now is there any thin' on airtlill ever prove to me 
Thet ren^ader slaves like him air fit fur hein' 

freef 
D'you think they'll suck me in to jine the Buff'lo 

chaps, an' them 
Rank infidels thet go agin tJie Scripturl cus o* 

Shem? 
Not by a jugfuU! sooner'n thet, I'd go thru fireau''' 
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Wen I hov once made up my mind, a meot'nliii 

No, not thougii all the crows thet flies to pick ni 

bones wua cawin', — 
I gu833 we're in a Chi-Jstiaa land,— 

'birdofeedum 8 a win. 



( Hal's, patient reader, we take leave of aaoli other, I 
tnist with soma mutual aatisfaotion. 1 my palieitl, for I 
love not that itind whioli eltinis dippiaglj oyar tlia surface 
of CliB page, as swiJlowa oyer a pool bafora roln. By auah 
no pesirla aliHlI ba gatliered. But if no paarls there bo 
(Hs, indeed, tlia world is not witliout example of boolia 
wlierefrom tha longest-winded diver shall bring up no 
more than bie proper lurndful of mud), yet let us hope 
that ou oyster or two loay reward adequate p^averauea. 
If neither pearls nor oyaters, yet ii patience itself a gem 
worth diving deeply for. 

It may seam to soma that too much space has bean 
usurped by my own privale inoubrations, and soma inay 
be faiti to bring against me that old jast of him wlio 
preached all his hearers out of the meeting-honso save 
only tlie seston, who, remaining for yet a little space, 
from a sense of official duty, at last gave out also, and, 
pvesaiitiug the keys, humbly requested our preacher to 
louk the doors, when he_should have wholly raiieved him- 
self of his testimony. I confess to a satisfaction in t)ia 
self act of pleaching, nor do I esteem a discouxae to ba 
wholly thrown away even upon a aleeping or nnuitelli- 
gcut auditory. I oanuot easily believe tliat the (lOspel 
of Saint John, which Jacques Cartier ordered to be read 
in the Latin tongue to tlie Canadian savages, jipon Us 
firat meeting with them, fell altogether upon stony ground. 
For the earaestnoss of the pviinchor is a sermon appi-cciu- 

v.>r.. II. 17 
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ble by dullest iiitelleots und most nlien ears. In this wi'ie 
did Epiaoopins oonrert tanny to IiEs opinions, who jot 
nndei'stood not the Inngunga in wliicli he diBooursoil. 
The chief thing is that tha meBBBn«'er believe that lie hiis 
■a aathant m ssag to d 1 T oo [ f t m 

aengBTB tlu t mod ft tm twhbFth Jh d 
Piano Carpin 1 to h pre 1 d m g tb T 
tars would eem fT tua) d p b ps deserved gh 
For my own pait I yJyl tosomhfth 
spirit of m tj d m as w id h I d m t f 

banishment with th i m h Alyh tl 

Sixth ofPotigld tflilcifelmf f 

to shorten th p Ip t i q ca It p ss bi th t 
having Ijeen t d mt myb th Bi(lw llilmy 
have heen t httl cup i g t f tl f 

of my own peculiai' doctrines to a otmgi'egation drawn 
together in the expectation and with the desire of hearing 

I am not wholly nnconEcious of a peculiarity of mental 
urganisation which Impels me, like the uulioad-e 
with its train of cars, to run backward for hort d s- 
taoce in order to obtain a fairer start. I m comp ra 
myself to one fishuig ftom the rooks when fli 
high, who, miaiat^rpretioe the suction of til d w 
for tte hiting of some larger fish, jerks s dd 1} 1 
finds that he has causht hottoTa, hauling in up h 1 
of his line a triul of various atgiB, among wh h, ei 
tlielass, the naturalist may haply find somewhat to repay 
tlie disappointment of the angler. Yet have I conscien- 
tioualy endeavored to adapt myself to the impatient tem- 
per of tlie age, d^y degenerating more and more from 
Oie high standard of our pristinB New England. To the 
cataiogae of lost arts I would mournfully add also that 
i-fliatenit^ to two-hour sermons. Surely we have been 
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die old disconrsea yet subsisting to us in print, the end- 
less spinal flolumii of divisions and Enbdiviaions can be 
likened to nothing so exactly as to tlie veitebrie of the 
eimrians, wlienoe the theorist mny ooiyeoture s, mce of 
Anakim proportionate to tlie withstanding of those othei' 
inoiislers. 1 say Anakim rather than Nephailm, because 
there seem I'easoQS for supposing that the race of those 
whose heads (though no giants) are constantly anveloped 
in clouds {which tlmt name imports) will never become 
extiacL The attempt to yanqaish the innumerable heads 
of one of those aforementioned discourses may supply 
us with a plausible interpretation of the second labor of 
Hercules, and his successful experiment with fire affords 
us a useftil pveoedenL 

But while I lament the degeneracy of the age in this 
regard, I cannot refnsB to suooumh to its influence. 
Looking out through my study-window, I see Mr. Biglow 
at a distance busy in gathering his Baldwins, of which, 
to judge by UiB number of barrels lying about under the 
trees, his crop Is more abundant than my own,r— by which 
Bight I am admonished to turn to those orchards of the 
mind wherein my hihors may be more prospered, and 
appiy myself diligently to the preparation of my next 
Snhhath'B discourse.— H. W.] 



I,. Google 



I,. Google 



Blurt aatf to speak fjhtaUff- 
^u^UiCyiitoisieTinelFadei use 



Cflsa, aptrton leith, two lives. 
CookiaU, aiinii of drinS ; sJao, 



iniportaut part oi 
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Iteaput, desperaie, 
Doi^Mlce, a con. 



SmpUns, yeoit. 



s7ike'fsffai,fiarfid! aim an 


Hno, Jiio«o!A«™,. 




In'my, enmiy. 


Fist-dtm^«d iu New Bnglind 


Inaiues. onijciii; used 
aigmita bobh the offlca 




cniTfes tll8 stindwd, BD 




slandard itself. 
Inter, Into, inlo. 


»m««iJ^™j4 




l^r!^^^' 




VutdH, j^litr 




Fairer, ftarovi. Metanhori- 
eaily, to rfraH. o sfrafg/i /in- 


3f3s^,_juigi. 


Jtsb, jus(. 


r™"^ lo lira uprfghtl/^E 


JlQ^J'rf". 


dwonmsly. 


Tint, joinj. 


Fust,jfr,i. 


Juni. a fiagmenl of amy 






Humbnff, 'Gejiern; 
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s:?sj< 



»=:=- 



H^^ 






P«^=tZS -t ,™ft., pUnly .J 
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Sot, sely obstinate^ resotutt' 
Spllefl, ^mis ; objects ofpalitita 

Bhuliea, sioitt slaies drwwi 



Vg]j, iS^enwereiit tnltaetible. 

Uucle Sam, Vnllea Slataii the 

lar^d iKiGsteF of Hburty ^Dd 

LTuTlaEeat, applied to dough ot 



uud tbuE raised out ot tba 
WMh or high Udes. 



Tetch Cu. to be abie ; uaod al- 



seldom) varj' nmoh broed- 

iie ; an' Omt Oeneml Tnj lor 
Wig, WMg; a pertj now dls- 
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iEschylns, a'^sajlDg Df^ 191, 



. olleS, mi. 






ddUd, ODDf^jupd morlal by bli 

gwQ oracLa, 2«. 

poUyoQ, hla tragedies popular 



irarat, ienoianee of foreiga 
toneu«itsan,I9S, 
LTcadian back^roaDd, 2^ 
LtiatophanM.lTE, 



eeaOemen, 151. 
tnoia, 183. 
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to be dajnnea, 208, 
Baldnln apples, 269. 
BftratarlaBf n&l or itdi 

irhiflh. moat plcoaaub^ 
BnrQuui, a grab iiatv 

rloBltfT Tecommended 

tog, S6D. 



48— strange pe- 
labDKrs at 244. 



Buy, Habtysquinscc 



16B— aJiV!"'' safiaini- 
dm, nO-bi> p«ia nl^ 
Btod to a Mr. LowbH, 171 
niiakUled iit LaUii.lie— 
pootcymiiliBn«ibjBOine, 



pre^cfeuc;, i*, — LU unowlng, 
Whig, 177— opptKel to 



iSSS 



«d oa oUliUrv officera ' 
ring it, 164. 

ie Kir wbomfS. 
<l>ub, bis rlKMoon, 201. 
eu, ilia letters artt lettera, 



Biglow, BjBklel, His !ett._ ._ 
Hob. J. T. BncklnghHn, 147 
— Deptr beard of any one 
uauieA Muodisbee, 148- 
nearly ftinrseore years old,*. 
— iile anot J^^li, a notable 
saying- of, 149. 

Mglow.TloseB, Bidled by « 
posl^ 148-11 po«m by,] 



pUecl nitEi, ^06 — appointed at! 

loOeked bats, xo — lettur to, 
a gonoral, i^— probably r*. 

PkIis bis apples, 25&— bis 

crop of Balduiiis conjectu- 

riljir large, i6. 
imiDga, Des. Cephas, 1S8. 
liroh, yirtua of, in iaamilng 

certain of tbe dead languagefl, 



?ft.Sbi4 
ood-r, '^ 



3a>ina,, 160. 
lUnd, to go it, 23 
llibT, pullB ribli. 

inoutH, 160. 
LlueoOBe pDlatoi 

eagerly doslted, 



conDtr; sing 



certain in rejrard to people 
lleard of Mr. Jalu P. Roliln- 
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BusUlu, peaplo of, supposed 


gnished at sound of, IDA— 


«lu4le4, lel, naw. 


caonot 1st 10 apcon-atring of 
the Past, lS7-hisn™uc^- 




ins, 2U'. '' 


it.-'the ^Si/Say rf'mod^ 


Bread-trcra, 237. 


lliigiidicr-Oenerals in mllMa, 


DhlTalty, ft;— his anchor 


iEvoMoQof,180. 


=!Sl*"g«-'^ 


XiSiCS""— 




Bronne, Sit T., a pious Bud 
wlBO sonliniaiil ot, idlofl and 


eoyeiiKl for, 167. 
Cinacj iBlauas, SS!. ■ 


^^™80^d,lB6. ^ ^ ^^ 




tor of the Bostoa Courier, 


— ag^net^^nli, 219— taltes 


lettos to, 147. 156, 174, 198 
-iiotrfr^d,lj7 


a rerolrtng positloa, i6.— 


optuion of pledges, ib.—te a 


BolFiUo, a plan batcheil there, 


perin^, 210-fK.nta so^th bj- 

leasenlng.'^l— noodeu leg 
(andlioMl)a3emlto,2M, 


Kl-pteBter, a prophecy la 


l^gai'd to, a. 


Buji^nibe. In the other worM 


suppcaed, 182. 


Oape Cod eleiBjtnen, what, IM 


BuiiK, the stotnal, tkought to 








Bnnstmtii Fencibles, dinner of, 


Ca?p^Sr^^m John ae Piano, 


l,it,nI*hW=^7 


Ca^ler)^<iC4ueE^ comuiendable 




aeal of, 257. 




lihs merit, aw— limited popn- 
lorlty at " Bellers's," 2&. 








GaEtlee, Spanish, comfortable 






—lor MnBt(eni,y i6— for 


Cato, lettei-e of. so called, sus- 
pended nnsa udvnco, 2l6. 


fiWitr -i—s m ftvor of 


™ ^-hisenrlonsTaluB- 




Bonof jirmaple ib 






"■sIkss.— '-"- 






Ohnppelovf on Job, a copy of. 




lost,aM. 


isituDt 154 


Caleb, a monopOlT of his 


on Bngbsh royalty, ITO. 




OhfBterflold no letter-writer, 


te^,''lB»S'' deanitton of 




Anglo-Saxon, ii— cliBi^s 


teemed sinfnl by, lea. 


MexieanMnoliYitkbayoBela 




but) with impropriefies, iS. 


(i^Zdfm ' 
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Taated gnupowder beKi» Cbe 



CbriBt ahulBed ioto ABootroha, 
168— conjectraad Jo airap- 
proyo of slanalilBr aofl sH- 

plece of barbm^sm, 204. 

bdftD, wiietW, 151. ' 
Chrifl^n nliUen, pwhapa Id- 

Daiiatetenb,nh«Uier, 180. 
deem, su oplDJori of, diluted, 

CIUb)', Hnrigii, nnthor of ae- 



ncdern cooiedy, 24S. 
latJon, progress of, . 
ji, aOS— dam upon n po 



of their lungs, 268. 
Cocked^hnt, adTautaEeB of be- 

Colleee of Caidliutls. a stniuec 

one, 168. 
Colman, Dr. BoujitmlQ, snoD- 

aote of, 180. 

diyBrdon of kicking, 162. 
pies of oBTOQtatloii, %b- 



Uomp^ta Lebtei-V 

gift of, 221. 
OompostsUii, Si. Jli 



Congr««eioiin^ aobate 
tnstmotiie, 19J. 



3^^™,a««mjiotingnp 

CoprM, a monk, his sscelli 
mathoa of arguing, 194, 



edged onf^rtalniug. 



^ctfr dBflna., -, 

right or wrong, nonse 

print; 1B2, 
iourtn Goneriil, ^irmors aoi 

Jowpor, W,, hJs lebtera e- 
mendEd. 210. 



ftaia brutsa, 2U, 



Bavls^ Mr., of Mja»dsatpp1, a tA' 

Day sna Martin, prowrljliiUJ 

" OB hind," 14B. 
Dfflilh, rtnge dona UBitaln, 233. 
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Indi™ tongnes, 166—1 
to and ffoiii, 217. 
I>eyotnh]pi>U,lBa. 



PJBtrici-AttorBer, eoutevopable 

mon lUUng, 185. ' 
NkIot, tb«, a proT«rblal eaylng 

rongh^e- yeosb-pmotj 210. 
Wayton, u martyr, 196— north 

irhethec, 202. ' 

1. Y., letter of, 316. 



leheepingtlOT. 



msndiiigpulpHtf, £06— large 
coDgreoatiDn of, ib. — oaiue 
derfyed Irani what, 207- 



Editors, ce 
feptian I 



her amba^Qdor, t^, 
^Gmpedoclea, 216. 
Employment, regukr^ a good 

Biuuleta, perhaps no Iradgo itf 
siduleblp, 172. 

£rlo, king oT SiredeD, his cap, 



Faolory-^rla, exjjoctoil 

Bamlly-t^,*frni6 of Mune, 

237. 
Eaueuil Hkll, t pinfi 



F«ma]ePaplBts, cutoff in midst 

of iflolatr;. in. 
Hk, we all like to piny mth It, 

nsli,'«nblenmtie, but dllrc 
gavded, where, IS*. 

Flam, Fifisldoot, uDtrost. 
norths, 188. 

f ly-leBTe?, proTidenUal la- 
crease of, m. 

Pourfer, a sqolnMng toward, 



'ranee, a a1 
in, 25l 



itruige dance be^u 
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Gity, S. H., J&qnire, editor irf 
mUODSL AnUeluTeij Stuid 
nrd, letter to, 214. 

Gottii« up (HTlj, IfiO, 163. 

Ohoatfl, some, proBomwl fid- 
Mtty, (but Bee Sailii^'i 

StonS'amne^stnpid, 197. 



Qra^^s letters afre leti 



Hammon, ltd, nets, 222. 
Harriaon, (Jeneml, hoff pr 



Bfltcules, bb second lal 
ablj" wWti 259, 



Kile it, 223. 
HollU, Esia, goss to n CorDW 
)l8, 158. 

Heraeis, demecratia 'oii< 

plume feft (Or, 187- 
Honell, Jbeus. Esq., stoTT tola 

bv, 1^— letl^ of,ooinnic-' 

HamuD ri^htu out of oidet 



ustlj BTispocted bj tl 



'f!,?n5-P"blio_ meet- 



Mo. uGuOtjIC 









ol), Book of,' IBt-Chappelow 











atelHge 


ice. 201. 




Jie Ine 


tablo deal] 


Qf,a)| 










^2 5. 








I80,m,n 


Ade2,'o 


1." 


g not koo 


Jt^^^^l 




of, 190, ™, 



lUi^iicini dune, man 



deSBrriog Jt,) »6^ noie- 
LlberaCar, a newspaper^ con- 
demued by ImpltDation, ITT- 

'of qer'tain'ooinpIeiioDB' m" 

Lignum Tit«, » gift of thia 

taluablo wood propowd, IM. 

lug, Ifir, More, [luacU did 

Lost arts , one Horrowfolly ajidad 

lo Uat of, 2BS. 
Lonla Ibe Klevec^ of Fcftace, 

some odd trees of b(s, 287. 
LowaU, Mr. J. E., unKajounl*. 

ble ^lencs (^, 175. 
Luther, MarUn, hfs flrsi ^. 

peaniBM M Kuropn, 16G. 
Lyttelton, Lord, bis letters an 

ImpositioD, ai6. 










a trossar of gl- 


Mnaon HHCI Dlion's lios, slaios 


.porbapsnoDld 


wi™, tbe, Its dutj defiaed, 199 


I't therein now. 




UassMbuseiU on hor kaees 


ed, 216— tbelr 
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Maibothn, Popish ouca, tiow dfa 

Nf»UDu, TiO^ia of, proportiOD- 
— to Biae, 168 

ual pnildlug It? ^tfect ou 



Maploi^i letteni of, dnaury^ 2] 
MtphEstophelee at a oonpli 

Meilcao Nooa, ita ^l^t in nJs. 

iDg ptloe of olotH, 241 
Mexb»ii palkB, 167 
AltKicaus chugfld ydGi vaidons 

hreaohes of otimiette, 163 — 

aem, 210.°*' 
Ue^o, no glorv in overcom 

log, ies. 

MUitnry glory spokBn disre 
sp<!c6ful& of, 160, nofc-^mili- 

Ullk-Cffiia, BToMug K»ll, W- 
Mills for msiiutuaturiiig gabble , 



BpKlsl Of tw<J-lies4«l eagle, 

ample, 209— coustcoeil by 
DO Smiih, 207. 



n^ v«* let dov 


n,ai3- 


'cb^ptin''p™p 


uTi^t.^*, 


udod^ 2!S. 

iTi^SVe^of 
BiidBd, 186— Mr 

leHaU^iow 


-a^ 


a oioneajllable, 167— hara 

^Iwl'rwed letter in bottle, 

^*^'L^a.b^t239 
^'^^^"bBSne^, 200- 
iEllng, Bdowded off rooal, 


;.»,s?i2 


-c^ 





Mjtba,l 
238. 
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164— Anglo-Saxon, oomc rcij 

jpoiMb of, m"° '' '"'' 
Of.mle of im]s, sllll reapect- 



gan.UsUcEillyciit, 165. 
Peopio, sift oEou^, 308-!™ 
Pcian, King, sIt, 
Puraiiu, tt pithy aajLng of^ li 
reacaiii. Marquis, flaying < 



Plil^yse quoted, 2(M. 
,Sfm"pokeft7^. ' 



PlymontJl Kock, OW, a CoB- 

wrecked on, 237.' 

beaun depondu oa, 16S, n^U- 

eoTod] 1S5— iu danger of 



cr» 



.o.,...,.Cuuylc 



offlitolly In Mexico, !6.— re- 




ferred M, 192. 


Richara tl>e etmt of BTiglaDd, 


PoChooka, dmn in. 224. 


hlsClitiallf.ufer.or,lB5. 


Pteachec, an orniQienlal ayiu- 


Eii^lies conJFctavea to hi™ leg! 


boL, aoe— I btwllor of dag- 


BobiBMinr'Mf^oiiii P., U" 




portant, 268. 


ojlQionB fully alated, 171- 


nalia^ 206— Bot long wudar- 


Koofes, pocket full of, 230. 


Boueh and Ready, 247— a wig, 



r^deat, 385— must 



Fabhc opinion, n kliud o 
drunfeon guide, 16S-mtd| 
Mr. Wllboi'e elhoir, * 



tm, one of mowa ooUem. lef 
Rantoul, Mr., talks louaiy, 1! 



BBcrni^ng Berfoont, ]>evU sap- 

poeed tLe fli-st, iM. 
RepreSETiC^tires' Utuunbor, 134, 
KluQotJriBm, gooiaty Ibr ^Tomot- 



So.bljii.tb, brsaehof, 166 
eabclUaDiam, Due acousel of, 

S^tillo, uut^iorable ykw o£ 
ICl 

161 ' ' ' 

SEmoel, rocle, riotous, 190- 



161! — an expert tolker by 

o[nia.n nith little or no bait, 
!&.— onuning fetch of, 169— 



H«nTte^/l65-a 
of Jaslam, 166— not 
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oils Qiscovsry ia cagord to 
bayone^ 16S, 159-tlisplays 

iQodtEilly codAsks liimB^f 

Shebft, 182— tte old Adno. 
Lii^ peepB OTtt, 164— a m?i*j 



I flagers of right 






majtjnloiik in soidq of its 

(avafl) bMUUbb which nimlify 
htm fbi high polllioKl ■Cation, 
331-236— hoB no prinoiplea, 



phorioa promontoi 






the Cwt ponies, 2&— agrees 
\iith Mr. WebEtec, 2E0— his 
oniUlBTeiT ™t, 251- his 

IMsmpente' tampomug?, 2B2 
—a thrilHng artventa™ of, 
Wa-Wi-bis prmlBnce and 
eeonomj, 268— 6ounQ to Cip- 

nreedam, 2S1— Is taken mia- 
onor, 2^, 2BS— igoomiucma- 
ly ti'H.foa, 266— htB CQiae- 
qiieat cesoliitian, 2S7. 

SajKfl, a martyr, ISO. 

SrwUger, eajlng of, 170. 

*•-"-' ■'--'--«», 161. 



their 
udacl,221. 
mlored, sold, 153. 



SeiKciL, ajing of, IBS— anoth- 

broko'fl opinion of ill a. leltor 
to Darn Smirt,! 216-1113 lot- 
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Slaughtei, nheOiei: - Gol! 

Sl&ugblBTsrs and eoldiem coui- 

paieil,S42. 
BlunghtBring nowudaj^ is 

Blai^kterlng, 242. 
Slavery, of no oo!or, 161— cot- 
scstaae of Ubetty, 19S-al3a 
«,199-4a3tf - "- " 



Ion, 202—11 JonBh, it.— an 



luet 

Sudtli, Joe, nse'd 
Uon,207. 

SmiUi, Mr., 1^ 



bis podtioQ, 211. 
aol,liliefisliennEn,lB2— w 
nesa of resplrotory o. 
{LypothutJcaJly atti'lbat* 

Bolon, a sayii^ ot; 168. 
Bouth Carollnj., riiUla atl 

td nncbor, IBS. 
Spaniah., to noJk, irhaL I 



InX I»eau!Threttdl 
of,l7B- 



Tnjlor wal, its or^n, 248— 
General, aliased bj Mr 

Telephone, banialied for lonir 
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THE UNHAPPY LOT OF MR. KNOTT. 
PART I. 



Mt ivovthy friend, A. Gordon Knott, 

Froia business snug withdrawn, 
Was much oontentettwith a lot 
'That would contiun a Tudor cot 
'Twixt twelve feet square of garden-plot, 
And twelve feet more of lawn. 

He had laid bueiness on the shelf 

To ^ive his t^te ex^neion, 
And, since no man, retired with pelf, 

The building mania can shun, 
Knott, being middle-aged himself. 
Resolved to buiUl (unuappy elf !) 

A mediasval manaion. 

He called an architect in counsel ; 

" I want," said he, " a— you know what, 
(You are a builder, I am Knott,) 
A thing complete from chimney-pot 

Down to the very gronnsel ; 
Here's a half-acre of good land ; 
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Just have it nicely mapped and planned 
Aud make your workmen drive on ; 

Meadow thei-e is, and .upland too. 

And 1 should lilte a water-view, 
D' you think you could contrive one f 

(Perhaps the pump and trough would do, 

If painted a judicious blue ?) 

The ■woodland Pve attended to ; " 

(He meant three pines stuck up askew, 
■Pwo dead ones and a live one.) 

"A pockel>-fiill of rocks 'twould t^e 
To build a house of free-stone, 

But then it is not hard to make 
What now-a-days is Vie elflne ; 

The cunning painter in a trice 

Your house's outside petrifies, 

And people think it very gneiss 
Without inquiring deeper; 

My money never shall be thrown 

Away on such a deal of atone. 
When stone of deal is cheaper." 

And so the greenest of antiques 

Was reared for Knott to dwell in ; 
The architect worked hard for weeks 
In venting all his private peaks 
Upon the roofj whose crop of leaks 

Had satisfied Fluelien ; 
Whatever any body had 
Out of th6 common, good or bad, 

Knott had it all worked well in, 
A donjon-keep, where clothes might dry, 
A porter's lodge that was a sty, 
A campanile sum and hi^h, 

Too small to hang a bell in ; 
All up and down and here and there, 
With Lord-knowB-whats of round and squaixs 
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THB UNHAPPY LOT OP MR. KNOTT. 

Stuck on at random every where, — 
It was a house to make one stare, 

All comers and all gables ; 
Like dogs let loose upon a bear, 
Ten emulous styles staboyed wilii care, 
The whole amon^ them seemed to tear, 
And all the oddities to spare 

Were set upon the stables. 

Knott was deliglited with a pile 

Approved by fashion's leaders ; 
(Only he made the builder smile. 
By asking, every little while, 
Why that was called the Twodoor style, 

Which cert^nly had three doora ?} 
Yet better for this luckless mail 
If he had pat a downright ban 

Upon the thing in Imine ; 
For, though to quit affairs hts plan, 
Ere many days, poor Knott began 
Perforce accepting draughts, that ran 

All ways — except up chimney ; 
The house, though panted stone to mock. 
With nice white lines round every block . 

Some trepidation stood in. 
When tempests (with petrific shook. 
So to speak,) made it really rock, 

Thouglj not a whit less wooden ; 
And painted stone, howe'er well done. 
Will not take in the prodigal sun 
Whose beams are never quite at one 

With our terrestrial lumber ; 
So the wood shrank around the kn[it8. 
And gaped in disconcerting spots, 
And Qiere were lota of dots and rota 

And crannies without number, 
Wlierethi'Ough, as yoii may well presume, 
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The wind, like water through a flume, 

Came rushing in ecstatic. 
Leaving, in all thi'ee floors, no room 

Tbat was not a rbeumatii: ; 
And, what with points and sc[uai'e3 and rouuda 

Grown shakjf on their poises. 
The house at nights was full of pounds, 
Thumps, humps, creaks, scratchings, raps — till 

— " Zounas ! " 
Cried Knolt, " this goes beyond all hounds, 
I do not deal in tongaes and sounds, 
Nor have I let my house and grounds 

To a family of Noyeses ! " 

But, though Knott's house was full of airs. 

He had but oao— a daughter ; 
Aiid, as he owned much stocks and shares. 
Many who wished to render theii^ 
Such vain, unsatisfying cares. 
And needed wives to sew their tears, 

In matrimony sought her ; 
They vowed her gold they wanted not, 

Their feuth would never ialter, 
They longed to tie this single Knott 

In the Hymenceal halter ; 
So daily at the door they rang. 

Cards for the belle delivering, 
Or in the choir at her they sang, 
Achieving such a rapturous twang 

As E6t her nerves asHvering. 

Now Knott had quite made up his mind 
That Colonel Jones should have her ; 

No beauty he, but oft we find 

Sweet kernels 'neatb a roughish rind, 

So hoped his Jenny'd be reagned 
And make no more palaver \ 
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Glanced at the fact that love was blind, 
That givia were ratheriah inclined 

To pet their little erosaes, 
Then noaologicallj defined 
The rate at which the system pined 
In those nnfovtunates who dined 
Upon that metaphoric kind 

Of dish — their own prohoacis. 

But she, with many tears and moans. 

Besought him not to moek her, 
Said 'twas too much for flesh and bones 
To marry mor^ges and loans, 
That fathei-s' hearts were stocks and stones 
And that she'd go, when Mrs. Jones, 

To Davy Jones's lotker ; 
Then gave her head a little toss 
That said as pliria as ever was, 
if men are always at a loss 

Mere womankind to bridle — ■ 
To try the thing on woman cross, 

Were fifty Ijmee as idle ; 
For she a strict resolve had maile 

And registered in private, 
That either she would die a maid, 
Or else be Mrs. Doctor Slade, 

If woman could, contrive it; 
And, though the wedding-day was set, 

Jenny was more so, rather, 
Declaring, in a pretty pet. 
That, howsoe'er they spread their net, 
She would out-Jennyral them yet, 

The colonel and her father. 

Just at this (inie the Public's eyes 
Were keenly on tlie watch, a stir 
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About those questions and replies, 
Those raps that unwrapped mysteries 

So rapidly at Rochester, 
And Knott, already nervous growa 
By lying much awake alone, 
And listening, sometimes to a, moan, 

And sometimea to a clatter, 
Whene'er the wind at night would rouse 
The cingorbread-work on his house. 
Or when some hasly-tempered mouse, 
Behind (he plastering, made a towse 

About a &mily matter, 
Began to wonder if his wife, 
A^ralytio hajf her life, 

Which made it more surprising. 
Might not to rale him from her um. 
Have taken a peripatetic turn 

For want of exorcising. 

This tliought, once nestied in his head. 

Ere long contagious grew, and spread 

Infecting all his mind with dread. 

Until at last he lay in bed 

And heard his wife, with welt-known tread. 

Entering the kituhen through the shed, 

(Or wae't his fancy, mocking V) 
Opening the pantry, cutting bread, 
And then (she'd been soma ten years dead) 

Closets and drawers uiUocHng ; 
Or, in Iiis room (his breath grew thick) 
He heard the long-ftjniliar click 
Of slender needles flying quick. 

As if she Itnit a stockmg; 
For whom ?— -he prayed ^at years might flit 

With pMns rheumatic shootjng, 
Before those ghostiy things she knit 
Upon his unfleshed sole might fit. 
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He did not fancy it a bit, 

To stand upon that footing; 
At other times, his frightened hairs 

■ Above the bedelothaa trusting, 
He heard her, ftiU of household cares, 
[No dream etitra,pped in supper's snares, 
The foal of horrible nightmares, 
But broad awEike, aa he declares,) 
Go bustling up and down tJie stairs, 
Or Betting oack last evening's chairs, 

Or with the poker thrusting 
The raked-up sea-coal's hardened crust — 
And — what 1 impossible I it must ! 
He knew she had i-eturned to dust, 
And yet could scarce his senses trust. 
Hearing her as she poked and liissed 

About the parlor, dusting ! 

Night after night he strove to sleep 

And take his ease in spite of it; 
But still his fle^h would chill and creep, 
And; thoudi two night-lamjw he might keep, 

He could not so make light of it. 
At last, quite desperate, he goes 
And tells his nei^bors all his woes, 

Wliich did but their amount enhance ; 
They made such mociery of hia feai'B 
That soon hia da^ were of all jeers. 

His nishla of lie rueful countenance; 
" I thougnt most folks," one neighbor a^d, 
" Gave up the ghost when they were dead," 
Another graved shook his head, 

Adding, " from all we hear, it's 
Quite plain poor Knott is going mad — 
For how can he at once be sad 

And think he's full of spirits ? " 
A third deelai'ed 'he kauii' a kiiifi; 
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Would cut this Knott mueh quicker, 
" The surest way to end all strife, 
And lay the spirit of a wife, 

Is just to fdte and lick her ! " 
A temperance man caught up the word, 
"Ah, yes," he groaned, "I've always heard 

Our poor fnend somewhat slanted 
Tow'rd taking liquor over-much ; 
I fear these spirits may he Dutch, 
(A sort of gins, or something such,) 

With which his house is haunted ; 
I see the thine as clear as light — 
If Knott would give up gettmg tight, 

Naught farther would oe wanted : " 
So all his neighbora stood aloof 
And, that the spirits 'neath his roof 
Were not entirely up to proof. 

Unanimously granted. 

Knott knew that cocks and sprites were foes. 
And ao bought up. Heaven only knows 
How many, though he wanted crows 
To give ghosts caws, as I suppose. 

To think that day was hreaking ; 
Moreover wh^ he called bis park, 
He turned into a kind of ark 
For dogs, because a httle bark 
Is a good tonic in the dark, 

If one is^ven to waking; 
But things went on fi-om bad to worse, 
His cura were nothing but a curse, 

And, what was stiff more shocking, 
Fonl ghosts of living fowl made scoff 
And would not think of going off 

In spite of all his cocking. 

Shanghais, Bucks-counties, Dominiques, 
Malays (tiat didn't lay for weeks,) 
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Polandera, Eantamfl, Dorkings, 
(Waiving the cost, no trifling ill, _ 
Sinoe each brouglit in Us little bill,} 
By day or night were never still, 
But every thought of rest would kill 

Witli caoklinge and irith quorkings ; 
Henry the Eighth of wives got free 

By a way lie had of axing ; 
But poor Knott's Tudor henery 
Was not so fortunate, and he 

Still found his trouble waxing ; 
Aa for the dogs, the rows they made, 
And how they howled, snarled, barked and bayed, 

Beyond all human knowledge is ; 
All night, as wide awake as gnats. 
The terriers rumpused after rals, 
Or, just for practice, taught their brats 
To worn- cast-off shoes and hats. 
The bull-dogs setded private spate. 
All ehased imaginary cat-s. 
Or raved behind the fence's slats 
At real ones, or, from their mats. 
With friends, miles off, held pleasant chats, 
Or, like some folks in white cravats. 
Contemptuous of sharps and flats. 

Sat up and sang di^sotogies. 
Meanwhile the cats set up a squall. 
And, safe upon the garden-w^, 

All night kept cat-a-w^ing, 
As if the feline race were all, 
In one wild cataleptic sprawl, 

Into love's tortures falling. 



I,. Google 



At first the ghosts were aomevrhat shji. 
Coming when none but Knott w^ uigh, 
And people s^d 'twas all their eye, 
(Or rather his) a flam, the sly 

Digestion's machination ; 
Some recommended a wet sheet, 
Some a nice broth of poimded peat, 
Some a cold flat-iron to the feet, 
Some a decoction of lamb's-bleat, 
Some a souihwestei'ly gi-ain of wheat ; 
Meat was by some pronouaced unmeet, 
Others thought fish most indiscreet, 
And that 'twas worse than all to eat 
Of vegetables, sour or sweet, 
(Except, perhaps, the skin of beet,) 

In sudi a ooneatenation : 
One quack his button gently plucks 
And murmurs " biUary ducks ! " 

Says Knott, " I never ate one ; " 
But all, though brimming full of wrath, 
HomiBO, Alio, KydropaUi, 
Concurred in this— tiiat tether's path 

To death's door was the straight one. 
Still, spite of medical advice, 
The ghosis came thicker, and a spice 

Oimischief grew apparent; 
Hor <Ld they only come at night, 
But seemed to fancy broad daylight, 
"nil Knott, in horror and affright, 
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His unoffending hair rent ; 
Whene'er with handkerchief on Jap, 
He made his elbow-chair a trap, 
To catch an afterniinner nap. 
The spirits, always on the tap, 
Would make a sudden rap, rap, rap, 
The half-spun cord of sleep to snap, 
(And what is life witliout its nap 
But ihreadbarenees and mere mishap ?) 
As 'twere with a percussion cap 

The trouble's climaa: cappinfj ; 
It seemed a party dried and grun 
Of mummies had come to vi^t him. 
Each getting off from every lunb 

Its multitudinous wrapping ; 
Soratchings Bometimea the walls ran round. 
The merest penny-wei"hts of sound ; 
Somedmes 'twas only by die pound 

They carried on their dealing, 
A thumping 'neath the parlor lloor, 
Thump-bump-thnmp-bumping o'er and o'er, 
As if the vegetaMes in store, 
(Qaiet and oi-derly before,) 

Were all together pealing ; 
Toil would have thought the thing was done 
By the spirit of some son of a gun. 

And that a fortj-two-pou'nder, 
Or that the ghost which made such sounds 
Could be none other than John Pounds, 

Of Ragged Schools the founder. 

Through three gradations of affright. 
The aivful noises reached their height ; 

At firat they knocked nocturnally. 
Then, for some reason, chanring ^uite, 
(As mourners, after six months' flight. 
Turn suddenly from dai-k 1« lightj 
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Began to knock diumaUy, 
And last, combining all their stocks, 

(Scotiapd waa ne'er bo full of Knox,) 
Into one Chaos (father of Nox,) 
Nocle pluil — they showered knocks, 

And knocked, knocked, knocked eteraally; 
Ever upon the go, like baovs, 

SFooden sea-urchins,) all Knott's joys, 
[^ turaed to troubles and a noise 
lliat preyed on him internally. 

Soon (iiey M^ew wider in their scope ; 
Whenever Knott a door would ope. 
It wonld ope not, or else elope 
And fly back (carbless as aitrope 
Onee started down a stanza's slope 
By a bard that gave it too much rope — ) 

Like a claji cff thunder slanmmig ; 
And, when kind Jenny brought lua hat, 
(She always, when he walked, did that,) 
Jiat as upon his head it sat, 
Submitting to his settling pat — 
Some unseen hand wouM jam it flat, 
Orgive it such a furions bat 

That eyes and nose went cramming 
Up out of sight, and consequently. 
As when in life it paddled free. 

His beaver caused much damning ; 
If fljese things seem o'er-strMued to be, 
Eead the account of Doctor Dee, 
''fis in oar college library ; 
Read Wesley's circumstanlia] plea. 
And Mrs. Crowe, more like a bee. 
Sucking the nightBhade's honeyed fee. 
And Stilling's Pneumatolc^ ; 
Consult Scot, Glanvil, grave Wie- 
rua, and both Matters ; further, see 
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Webster, Casaubon, James First's trea- 
tise, a riaht royai Q. E. D. 
Writ with fbe moon in perigee, 
Bodin de -Demonomaiue — 
(Accent tliat last line gingeriy) 
All full of learning &s the sea 
Of fishes, and all disagree, 
Saye in Siithanas apage ! 
Or, what will surely put a flea 
In unbelieving ears — mth glee. 
Out of a paper (sent to me 
By some mend who forgot to P... 
A...T..., — I use cryptography 
Lest I his Tengefiil pen should dree — 
His P...O...S.,.T-A.,.G...E...) 

Things to the same effect I cut. 
About iJie tantrums of a ghost, 
Not more than three weeEa ance, at most, 

Near Stratford, in Connecticut. 

Knott's Dpas daily spread its roots, 
Sent up on all sides livelier shoots. 
And bore more pestilential fi-uits ; 
The ghosts behaved like downright brutes. 
They snipped holes in his Sunday suits, 
Praciised all night on octave flutes. 
Put peas (not peace) into his boots, 

Whereof grew corns in se^oo. 
They scotched his sheets, and, what was worse, 
Stuck hia silt night-cap full of burs, 
TJE be, in language plain and terse, 
(But much unUke a Bible verse,) 

Swore he should lose his reason. 

The tables took to spinning, too. 
Perpetual yarns, and arm-chairs grew 
To prophets and apostles ; 
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Oao foolstool vowed that only lie 
Of Jaw and gospel held the key, 
That teachers of what«'er degree 
To whom opinion bows the knee 
Wem't fit to teach Truth's a. b, e. 
And were ^the whole lot) to a T. 

Mere f^ies all aud fossils ; 
A teapoy, late the property 

Of Knox's Aunt Keziah, 
(Whom Jenny most irreverently 
Had nicknamed her aunt-lipathy) 
Witib tips emphatic claimed to be 

The prophet Jeremiah ; 
The tins upon the latohen-wall, 
Turned tinntinnabulators all, 
And things that used to come at call 

For simple household services, 
Began to nop and whirl and p!-atice, 
Fit to put out of countenance 
The Cmamis'&nd GmeHes of France 

Or Tuiiey's dancing Dervises. 

Of course such doings, far and wide, 
With rumors filled the country-side. 
And (as it is our nation's pride 
To think a Truth not verified 
Till with majorities allied,) 
Parties sprung up, affirmed, denied. 
And candidates with (Questions plied. 
Who, like the circus-nders, tiied 
At once both hobhi^ to bestride, 
And each with his opponent vied 

In being inesplicit. 
Karnest inquirers multiplied ; 
Folks, whose tenth cousins lately died, 
Wrote letters long, and Knott replied ; 
All who could eitlier walk or ride, 
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Gathered to wonder or deride, 

Aad pfuti the house a *iait ; 
Horsra were at his pine-ti-eea tied, 
Mourners in evejy comer sighed, 
Widowa brought children there that cried, 
Swarms of lean Seekers, eager-ej-ed, 
(People Knott never could abide,) 
Into each hole and cranny pried 
"With string of questions cut and dried 
From the Devout Inquirer's Guide, 
For the wise spirite to decide — ■ 

Ab, for example, is it 
True tiiat the clamned are fried or boiled? 
Was the Earth's axis greased or oiled ? 
"Who cleaned the moon when it was soiled ? 
How baldness might be cured or foiled ? 

How heal diseased potatoes? 
Bid spirits have the sense of eouell ? 
Where would departed spinsters dwell? 
If die late Zenaa Smith were well ? 
If Earth were solid or a shell ? 
Were spirite ibnd of Doctor Pell ? 
Did the bull toll C6ck-Robin's knell? 
What remedy would bugs erpel ? 
If Paine'a inTOntion were a sell ? 



Did dancing sentence folks to hell ? 
If BO, then where most torture fell — 

On little toes or great toes ? 
If life's true seat wei-e in the brain ? 
Did Ensign mean to marry Jane ? 
By whom, in fact, was Morgan slain ? 
Could matter ever suffer pain ? 
What would lake out a cherry-stain ? 
Who picked the pocket of Heth Crane, 
Of Waldo preemel, Statu of Maine ? 
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Was Sir Jotii Franklin sought in vain ? 

Did. primitive Christians ever train ? 

What was the family-namo of Csun ? 

Them spoons, were they by Betty ta'en ? 

Would earth-worm poultiee cure a spnun? 

Was Socrates so dreadful pl^n ? 

What teamster guided Charles's wain ? 

Was Uncle Ethan mad or sane, 

And eould his will in force remain ? 

If not, what connsel to retain ? 

Did Le Sage steid Gil Bias from Spwn ? 

Was JuniuB writ by Thomas Paine ? 

Were dacks discomforted by rain ? 

How did Britannia rule the main ? 

Was Jonas coming back again 1 

Was vital truth upon the wane ? 

Did ghosts, to scare folks, drag a chain ? 

Who was our Huldah's chosen aw^n ? 

Did none have teefh pulled without payin', 

Ere ether was invented ? 
Whether mankind would not agree, 
If the universe were tuned in C. 1 
What was it Mled Lucindy's knee ? 
Whether folks eat folks itt Feejee ? 
Whether his aamn would end with T. ? 
If Saturn's rings were two or three, 
And what bump in Phrenology 

They ti-uly represented ? 
These problems dark, wherein they groped, 
Wherewith man's reason vainly coped. 
Now that the spirit-world was oped, 
In aU humility they hoped 

Would be resolved inalanter; 
Each of the miscellaneous rout 
Brought his, or her, own little doubt, 
And wished to pump the spirits out, 
Through his, or her, own private spout. 

Into his, or her decanter. 
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WHEREIN IT IS aHOWlJ 
DENT 8P1BITSABS MOB 

Many a speculaiacg wight 
Came by expreas-trains, day and night, 
To see if KnoM would " sell his right," 
Meaning to malie the ghosts a sight — 

What they called a " meenaygerie ; " 
One threatened, if he would not " trade," 
His run of custom to invade, 
(He could not these sharp folks persuade 
That he was not, in some way, paid,) 



And stamp him as a plagia 
By coming down, at one fell swoop, 
With THE ORIGINAL knocking 

Come recently from Hades, 
Who (for a quarter-dollar heard) 
Would ne'er rap out a hasty word 
Whence any blame might be incurred 

From the most fastidious ladies ; 
The lata lamented Jesse Saule 
To stir &e ghosts up with a pole 
And be director of the whole. 

Who was engi^ed the rather 
For the rare merits he'd combine, 
Having been in the spirit line, 
Which trade he only did resign. 
With general applause, to shioe, 
Awfalio mail of cotton ine. 

As ghost of Hamlet's father 1 
Another a fair plan reveals 
Never yet hit on, wliii^h, he feiila. 
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To Knott's religiotis sense appeals — 

" Well have ^oar house set up oa wheels, 

A specnlation pious ; 
For music, we can shortly find 
A bairel-organ that 11111 grind 
Psalm-tunes — an instrument denned 
For the Hew England tour — reflned 
From secular drosseB, and inclined 
To an unworldly turn, (combined 

With no sectarian bias ;) 
Then, travelling by stages slow. 
Under the sfjle of Knott & Co., 
I would accompany the show 
Ab moral lecturer, the foe 
Of KationaJism; you could throw 
The rappings in, and maice thepi go 
Strict Puritan principles, yon know, 
(How do you make 'em ? with your too 'i) 
And the receipts wbicb thence might flow, 

We could divide between us ; 
Siill more attractions to combino, 
Beside these services of mine, 
1 will throw in a very fine 
(It would do nicely for a sign) 

Original Titian's Venus." 
Another offered handsome fees 
If Knott would get Demosthenes, 
piay, his mere knuckles, fiir more ease,) 
To rap a few short sentences ; 
Or if, for want of proper kej's, 

His Greek might make confusion, 
Then just to get a rap from Burke, 
To recommend a little work 

On Public Elocution. 
Meanwhile, the spirits made replies 
To all the reverent wimts and whys, 
KcBolving doubts of every size, 
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And giving seetei'a grave and wise, 
Who came to know their destinies, 

When unbelievers void of grace 
Game to investigate llie place, 
(Creatures of Sadducistio race, 
With groi^elling intellects and Isase,) 
They could not find the slightest trace 

To indicate deception ; 
Indeed, it is declared by some 
That apirits (of th[s sort) are glum, 
Almost, or wholiy, deaf and dumb, 
And (out of eelf-respeet) quite mum 
To sceptic natures cold and numb. 
Who of this kind of Kingdom Come 

Have not a just conception ; 
True, there wei-e people who demuixed 
That, though the raps no doubt were heai-d 

Both under them and o'er them, 
Yet, somehow, when a search thejf made. 
They found Miss Jenny sore afraid. 
Or Jenny's lover, Doctor Slade, 
Equally awe-atmct and dismayed, 
Or Defcorah, the thomber-maia. 
Whose ten-ors, not to be gainsaid. 
In laughs hysteric were displayed, 

Was always there before them ; 
This had its due effect with some 
Who straight depai-ted, muttering. Hum I 

Transpareni hoax I and Gammon I 
But these were few : believing souls 
Came, day by day, in larger shoals, 
As the ancients to the windy holes 
'Neath Delphi's tripod brought their doles. 

Or to the shrine of Ammon. 

The spirits aecjiied exceeding tame, 
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Call whom you fancied, and he came ; 
The shades august of eldest feme, 

Tou summoned with an awful ease ; 
As grosser spirils gurgled out 
From chair and table with a. spout, 
In Auerbach'fl cellar once, to flout 
The senses of the rabble rout. 
Where'er the gimlet twirled about 

Of cunning Mephistophiles— 
So did these spirits seem in store, 
Behind the wainscot or the door. 
Ready to thrill the being's core 
Of every enterprising bore 

With their astounding glamour; 
Whatever ghost one wished to hear. 
By strange coincidence, was near 
To make the past or future clear, 

(Sometimes in shocking grammar,) 
By raps and taps, now there, now here — ■ 
It seemed as if tbe spirit queer 
Of some departed auctioneer 
Were doomed ta practise by the year 

With the spirit of his haminer ; 
Whate'er you asked was answered, yet 
One could not very deeply get 
Into the obli^g spirits' debt. 
Because they used the alphabet 

And new revealings (though sublime) 
Rapped out, one letter at a time. 

With boggles, hea-talions. 
Stoppings, Beginnings o'er again. 
And getting matters into tram. 
Could hanUy overload the br^un. 

With too excessive rations, 
Since just to aak iftmo and two 
Really makejbur? or. How (Vye do t 
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And get tlic fit replies 
In the tramundane ra 
MigM ask a whole day's patience. 

Twas strange ('mongst other things) to find 
Itt what odd seta the ghosis combined, 

Happy forthwith to thump any 
Keoe of intelligence inspired, 
The truth whereof had been inquired 

By some one of the company ; 
For instance, Fielding, Mirabeau, 
Orator Henley, Cicero, 
Paley, John Ziaca, Marivaux, 
Melancthon, Eobertson, Junot, 
Scaliger, Chesterfield, Eousaean, 
Hakluyt, Boccaccio, South, De Foe, 
Diaz, Josephus, lUchard Roe, 
Odin, Ai-miniiis, Charles le gros, 
Tiresias, the late James Crow, 
Caaahianea, Groae, Prideaux, 
Old Grimea, Toun^ Norval, Swift, EriBSot, 
Maimonides, the Chevalier J^O, 
Socrates, Fenelon, Job, Stow, 
The iiiTentoT of Elixir pro, 
Euripides, Spinoza. Foe, 
Confiicius, Hiram Smith, and Fo, 
Came (as it seemed, somewhat de Irop) 
With a disembodied Esquimaux, 
To say that it was io and so, 

With Franklin's expedition ; 
One testified to ice and snow, 
One that the mercury was low. 
One that Ins progress was quite slow, 
One that he anuch desired to go, 
One that the cook had frozen his toe, 
(Dissented tvom by Dandoio, 
Wordsworth, CyuMegirus, B oilcan, 



u Google 



La HoTitaii, and Sir Thomas Roe,) 
One saw twelve white bears in a i-ow. 
One saw eleyen and a eroiv, 
With other things we eould not know 
(Of great statistic value, though) 
Bj- our mere mortal vision. 

Sometimes the spirits made mistakes, 
And seemed to play at ducks and drakes 
With hold inquiry's heaviest stakes 

In science or in mystery ; 
They knew so little (and that wrong) 
Tet rapped it out so hold and strong, 
One would have said the entire throng 

Had been Pj'ofeasors of History ; 
What made it odder was, that those 
Wlio, you would naturaily suppose. 
Could solve a question, if they chose, 
As e^ly as count tlieir toes, 

^eve just the ones that hlundered ; 
One day, Ulysses happening down, 
A reader of Sir Thooiaa Browne 

And who (with him) had wondered 
What song it was the Sirens sang, 
Asked the shi-ewd Ithacaii — hang ! bang ! 
With this response the chamher rang, 

" I guess it was Old Hundred," 
And Franklin, heing asked to name 
The reason why the lightning came, 

Eeplied, " Because it thundered." 

On one sole point the ghosts agreed, 
One fearful point, than which, indeed. 

Nothing could seem absui'der ; 
Poor Cdone! Jones they all ahused. 
And Anally downright accused 

The poor old man of murder ; 
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A blooay fact, which he alone 

Was OTivy to, (such ghosts more prone 

In Barth'a aflaira to meddle are ;) 
Who are youf with-aTve-strioken looks, 
All ask : hiB sxry knuckles he crooks, 
And raps, " I was Eliab Snooks, 

That used to be a peddler ; 
Some on je still are on my books !" 
Whereat, to inconspicuons nooks, 
(More fearing this iJian common spooks,) 

Shrank each indebted meddler ; 
Further the vengeful ghost declared 
That while his eartWj life was spared, 
About tlie country he had fared, 

A duly licensed follower 
Of that much- wandering trade that wins 
Slow profit from the sale of tins 

And various kinds of hollow-ware ; 
That Colonel Jones enticed him in. 
Pretending that he wanted tin, 
There slew him with a rolling-pin. 
Hid him in a potatoe-bin. 

And (the same night) him ferried 
Across Great Pond tfl t'other shore, 
And there, on land of Widow Moore, 
Just where you turn to Larkiu's store, 

Under a rock liim buried ; 
Some fiiendB (who haMened to be by) 
He called upon to testify 
That what he said was not a lie, 

And that he did not stir this 
Foul matter, out of any spite 
But from a simple love of right ; — 

Which statements the Nine Worthies, 
Babbi Akiba, Charlemagne, 
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30C THB UNHAPPY i.OT OF ME. KNOTT. 

Seth, CoHey Cibbor, General Wayne, 
Cambyses, Tasso, Tubal-Cain, 
The owner of a castle in Spiun, 
Jehanghire, and tlie Widow of Nain, 
(The irieri(l3 aforeasiid) made more plfun 

And by loud raps attested ; 
To the same purport testified 
Plato, John Wilkes, and Colonel Pride 
Who knew s^d Snooks bafoi-e he died, 

Had in his wares invested. 
Thought him entitled to belief 
And freely could concur, in brief. 

In every thing the rest did. 

Eliab this occasion seized, 
(IHslanctly here the spirit sneezed,) 
To SOT that he should ne'er be eased 
Till Jenny married whom she jJeased, 

Free from all checks and nr^n's, 
(This spirit dropt his final ^'s) 
And that, unless Knott quickly sees 
This done, the spirits to appease, 
They would come back his life to tease. 
As thick as mites in ancient cheese, 
And let his house on an endless lease 



Of the Eleven Thousand Virgins 1 

Knott was perplexed and shook his head. 
He did not wish his child to wed 

With a suspected murderer, 
(For, true or false, the rumor spread,) 
But as for this roiled Efe he le^ 
" It would not answer," so he s^d, 

" To have it go no fiirderer." 
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At last, scarce knowiog what it meant, 
Keluctaotly he gave tonsent 
That Jenny, since 'twas evident 
That she tnould foHow her owiTbent, 

Slwuld make her own election ; 
For that appeared the only way 
These frightM noises to allaj' 
Which .hS& alreadj' turned him gray 

And plunged him in dejectiA' 

Accordingly, this artless maid 

Hor father's ordinance obeyed. 

And, all in whitest crape arrayed, 

(Miss Pulsifer the dresses made 

And wishes here the fact displayed 

That she still carries on the trade, 

The third door south from Bigg's Arcade,) 

A very faint " I do " essaj'ed 

And gave her hand to Hiram Slade, 

From which lime forth, the ghosts were laid. 

And ne'er gave trouble after ; 
But the Selectmen, be it known. 
Dug underneath the afoi-esaid stone. 
Where the poor peddler's corpae was thi'own. 
And found thereunder a jaw-bone. 
Though, when the crowoer eat thereon, 
He nothing hatched, except alone 

Successive broods of laughter ; 
It was s fraU and dingy thin^. 
In which a grinder or two did cling. 

In color like molasses. 
Which surgeons, called from far and wide. 
Upon the horror to decide. 

Having put on their glasses, 
Beported ttius — "To judge by looks,. 
These bones, by some queer hooks or crooks, 
May have belonged to Mr. Snooks, 
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But, aa men deepest-i-ead in books 

Are perfectly aware, bones, 
If buried, fifty years or so, 
Lose their identity aod grow 

From human bones to bare bones." 



One headed bjqPenaJab Bi'own, 

And one by Perez Tinkham ; 
The first believe tbe ghosts all through 
And vow that they shall never rue 
The happy chance by which they knew 
That people in Jupiter are blue, 
And very fond of Irish stew, 
Two cunous facts wliich Prince Leo Boo 
Rapped clearly to a chosen few — 

Whereas the others think 'em 
A trick sot up by Doctor Slade 
With Deborah the chamber-maid 

And that sly cretur Jinny, 
That all the Mvelations wise, 
At which the Brownites made big eyes, 
Might have been given by Jared Keyes, 

A natural fool and ninny. 
And, last week, didn't Biiab Snooks 
Come back with never better looks, 
As, sharp as new-bought mackerel hooka. 

And bright as a new pin, eh ? 
Good Parson Wilbur, too, avers 
(Though to be mixed in parish stirs 
Is worse than handling ehestiiut-bura) 
That no case to his mind occurs 
Where spirits ever did converse 
Save in a kind of guttural Erse, 

(So say the beat authorities ;) 
And that a charge by raps conveyed. 
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Should he most scrupvilouslj' weighed 

And searelied into, hiifore it is 
Made public, since it may give pain 
That cannot soon he cured again, 
And one word may infix a stain 
Which ten cannot rioss over. 
Though speaking for his private pari. 
He is rejoiced with all his heart 
Miss Knott missed not her lover^ 
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AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUE. 



SoMEWHEKB in India, upon a time, 
(Bead it not Injah, or you spoil the verse) 

There dwelt two sainls whose privilege sublime 
It was to sit and watch the world grow worse, 

Their only care (in that delLoious clime) 
At proper intervals to pray and curse ; 

Pracrit the dialect each prudent brother 

Used for himself, Damnenian for the other. 



One half the lime of each was spent in praying 
For blessings on his own unworthy head. 

The other half in fearftilly porteaying 
Where certain folks would go when they were 

This system of exchanges— there's no saying 
To what more solid bai'ter 'twould have led, 
But that a river, vext with boils and swellings 
At rainy times, kept peace between their dwell- 



So they two played at wordy battledore 
And kept a curse forever in the air, 
Flying tliis way or that from shore to shore ; 
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No other labor did this holj pair, 

Clothed and supported from the lavish store 

Which crowds lanigerous brought with daily care ; 
They toiled not ndther did they spin ; their bias 
Was toVrd the harder task of being pioua. 



Each from his hut rushed sis score times a day, 
Like 3, great canon of the Church full-rammed 

With cartridge theologic, (so to say,) 
Touched himself off, and then, recoiling, slammed 

His hovel's door behind him in a T?ay 
That to his foe said plainly— joit'i^ be damned ; 

And so like Potts antt Wainwright, shrill and 
strong 

The two D — D'd each other all day long. 



One was a dancing Dei-vise, a Mohammedan, 
The other was a Hindoo, a gymnoaophist ; 

One kept his whatd'yecalut and his Ramadan, 
Laogbing to scorn the sacred rites and laws of his 

Ti-ansfluvial rival, who, in turn, called Ahmed an 
Old top, and, as a clincher, shook across a fiat 

With nails six inches long, yet lifted not 

His eyes from off his navel's mystic knot. 



"Who whirls not round six thousand limes an 

Will go," screamed Ahmed, " to the evil place ; 

May he eat dirt, and may the dog and Giaour 
Defile the graves of him and all his race ; 

Allah loves feithful souls and gives them power 
To spin till they are purple in the foce ; 

Some folks get you Icnow what, but he that pure ia 

Earns Paradise and ninety thousand houriea." 
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" Upon the silreT mountain. South. M East, 
Sits Brahma fed upon the 'acied btan , 

He loves tliose men whose udils are still in- 
creased. 
Who all their lives keep ugly, foul and lean ; 

"Tis of his grace that not a bird or beast 
Adorned with claws like mine was ever seen ; 

The suns and stars are Brahma's thoughts divine 



" Thou seem'st to see, indeed ! " roared Ahmed 

" Were I but once across this plaguy stream, 

With a stout sapling in my hand, one whack 
On tliose lank ribs would rid thee of that Dream ! 

Thy Brahma-blasphemy is ipecac 
To my soul's stomach; could'st thou grasp the 
scheme 
Of true redemption, thou would'st know that 

Deity 
Whirls by a kind of blessed spontaneity. 



" And this it is which keeps our earth here going 
With all the stars."—" O, vile ! but there's a 
place 
Prepared for such ; to think of Brahma tlirow- 

Worlds like a jugglei's balls up into Space I 
Why, not ao much as a smooth lotos blowing 

Is e'er allowed that silence to efface 
Which broods around Brahma, and ouv earth, 

'lis known. 
Rests on a tortoise, nioveless as this stone." 
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So they kept up their banning amebean, 
Wlieu Euddenly eame floating down the stream 

A youth whose face like an incarnate pasan 
Glowed, 'twas so full of grandeur and of gleam ; 

" If there be gods, then, doubtless, this must i.- 

Thought both at once, and then began to scream. 
" Surely, whate'er immortals know, thou knowes 
Decide between us twain before thou goest ! " 



le you 
Most iike a huge white wat^rlily's petal. 

But neither of our theologians knew 
Whereof 'twas made ; whetier of heavenly metal 

Unknown, or of a vast pearl aplit in two 
And hollowed, was a point they could not settle ; 

'Twas good debate-seed, though, and bore larg* 

In after years of many a ta.rt dispute. 



There were no wings upon the stranger", 
shoulders 
And yat he seemed so capable of rising 

Tliat, had he soared like thistledown, bi 
Had thoiight the circumstance noways surpriang ; 

Enough that he remained, and, when the scolde:! 
Hiuied him as empire in their vocal prize-ring, 

The punter of his boat he lightly threw 

Around a iotos-stem, and brought her to. 
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(Of nobler fempei') steeps the face with light, 
Juat as our akina are tanned and freckled here ; 

His air was that of a cosmopolite 
In the wide universe from sphere to sphere; 

Perh^ he was (his face had such grave beauty) 

An officer of Saturn's guards off duty. 



Both saints began to unfohl their iales at once, 
Both wished thdr tales, like simial ones, prehensile, 

That they might seize his ear; fooll knave! and 
dunce! 
Flow zigzag back and forth, Uke strokes of pencil 

In a fluid's fingers ; voluble as duns, 
They jabbered like the stones on that immense hill 

In the Arabian Nighfe; until the stranger 

Began to think his ear-drums in some danger. 



In general those who nothing have to say 
Contrive to spend the longest kme in doing it; 

They turi and vary it in every way, 
Hashing it, stewing it, mincing it, ragouling it ; 

Sometimes they seep it purposely at bay, 
Then let it slip to be again pursuing it ; 

They drone it, groan it, whisper it and ahout it, 

Eeful» it, flout it, Bwear to't, prove it, doubt it. 



Our saints had practised for some thirty years ; 
T"heir talk, beginning with a single stem, 

Spread Uke a banyan, sending down hve piers, 
Colonies of digression, and, in tSem, 

Germs of yet new migrations ; once by the ears, 
They could convey damnation in a hem, 

And blow the pinch of premise-priming off 

Long syllo^stic batteries, with a cough. 
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Each bad a theory that the human ear 
A providential tunnel was, wliieli led 

To a huge vaouiim, (and surely here 
They showed some knowledge of the general 

For cant to be decanted through, a mere 
Auricular canal or raceway to be fed 

All day and night, in sunshine and in shower. 
From their vast heads of milk-and-water-power. 



Put hia spurred hobby through its very, pace, 
Pislied, pshawed, poohed, horribled, bahed, jeered, 
sneered, flouted, 
Sniffed, nonseused, infideled, fudged, with iiisi 

Looked scorn too nicely shaded to be shouted. 
And, with each inch of person and of vestui-e. 
Contrived to hint some most disdainful gesture. 



At length, when their breath's end was come 
about. 
And both could, now and then, just gasp " in>- 
postor I " 
Holding their heads thrust menacingly out, 
As staggering cocks keep up their fighting pos- 

The stranger smiled and said, " Beyond a 
doubt 
Tis fortunate, my friends, that you have loat your 
United parts of speech, or it had been 
Impossible for iiie to get between. 
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" Produce I says Nature, — -what liave you pro- 
duced 'i 
A new straitwftistcoat for the human mind ; 

Are you not limbed, nerved, joiaited, arteried, 
juiced 
Ah other men. ? yet, faithless to your kind, 
Eather like noxious insects you are used 
To puncture life's fair fruit, beneath the rind 
Laying your creed-e^s whence in time there 

spring 
Consumers new to eat and haxv. and sting. 

"Workl you have no conception how 'twill 
sweeten 
Tour views of Life and Nature, God and Man ; 
Had you been forced to earn what you have 

Your heaven had shown a less djspeptiu plan ; 
At present your whole function is to eat ten 

And talk ten tames as rapidly as you can ; 
Were your shape true to cosmogonic laws, 
You would be nothing but a p£ur of jaws. 



" Of all the useless beings in creation 
The earth could spare most easily you bakers 

Of little clay gods, formed in shape and 
fashion 
Precisely in the image of their makers ; 

Why, it would almost move a saint to passion, 
To see these blind and deaf, the hourly breakers 

Of God's own image in their brother men. 

Set themselves up to lell the how, where, 
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" Of God's existence; one's digestion's worse— 
So makes a eod. of vengeance and of blood ; 

Anotliei^-3)ut no matter, they reverse 
Creatjon's plan, oat of their own riie mud 

Pat up a god, ajid bnro, drown, hang, or curae 
Whoever worships not ; each keeps Ua stud 

Of texts which wiut with saddle on and bridle 

To hunt down atheists to theiv ugly idol. 



" This, I perceive, has been your occupatior 
You aliould have been more usefully eiAplr- ' 

All men are bouad to earn their daily tf 
Where States make not that primal 

By wamps and limits ; simple devastation 
Is tbe worm's task, and what he has destroyed 
His monument ; creating is man's work 
And that, too, aoraething more than mist and 



Crieil, " That was aimed at thee, thou endlesa 

Idle and useless as the growth of moss over 

A rotting tree-trunk I " "I would square tliat 
score 
Full soon," replied the Dervise, "could I cross 

And catch thee by the beard ! Thy iiaiia Td 

And make tliee work, as was advised by him." 
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" Work ? Am I not at work from morn till night 
Sounding tlie deeps of oracles umbilical 

Which for man s guidance never come to lisht, 
With all their various aptitudes, until I eall ? " 

" And I, do I not twirt from left to right 
For conseienco sake ? Is that no work ? Thou 
ally gull. 

He had thee in hie eve ; 'twas Gabriel 



Sent t 



thee m hiB ere ; twas Gabriel 
reward my iaith, I know him well." 



" 'Twas Vishnu, thou vile whirligig ! " and so 
The good old quarrel was begun anew ; 

One would have sworn the sky was black as sloe, 
Had but the other dared to caJl it blue ; 

Nor were the followers who fed them slow 
"To treat each other with tlielr curses, too. 

Each hating 'tothcr (moves it tears or laughter ?) 
Because he thought him sure of hell hereafter. 



At last some genius built a bridge of boats 
Over the stream, and Ahmed's zealots filed 

Across, upon a mission t» (cut throats 
And) spread religion pure and undefiied ; 

They Bowed the propagandist's wildest oats 
Cutting off all, down to the smallest child, 

And came back, giving thauksfbrsuchfatme 

To find their harvest gone past prayers or e 



AU gone except their saint's religious hops, 
Which he kept up with more than common flourish 

But these, however satisfying crops 
For the inner man, were not enough to nourish 
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The body politic, which quickly draps 
Reserve in sucli sad junctures, and turns currish ; 
So Alinied soon got cursed for al! the famine 
Where'er the popular ■voice could edge a damn 



At first he pledged a miracle quite holdly, 
And, for a day or two, they growled and wailed ; 

But, finding that this kind of manna coldly 
Sat on their stomachs, they ere long berated 

The saint for still persisting in that old lie, 
Iitl soon the whole machine of sainlship grated. 

Ran slow, creaked, stopped, and, wishing him ir 
Tophel, 

They gathered strength enough to stone th( 
prophet. 



contrived, (by eating leather, 
Their weaker friends, and one thing or another,) 

The winter months of scarcity to weather ; 
Among tiiese was the late saint's younger brother, 

Who, in the spring, collecting them together. 
Persuaded them that Ahmed's holy pother, 

Had wrought in their behalf, and that the place 

Of Saint should be continued to his race. 



Accordingly 'twas settled on the spot 
That Allah favored that peculiar breed ; 

Beside, aa ail were satisfied, 'twould not 
Be quite respectable to have the need 

Of public spiritual food forgot; 
And so the tribe, with proper forms decreed 
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